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H.  Del.  g  ,r_  Unnner,  .v'c. 


^aul  3iones. 

Airngray, 

Robin, 
and 

Justice, 


so  It  IS,  ’twixt  you  and  I, 
^  With  him,  and  you,  and  me. 
For  want  ot  precious  liberty, 
Three  prisoners  we  be. 


•/ct  1 1,  Scene  4 


PAUL  JONES. 


A  MELO-DRAMATIG  ROMANCE, 
l£n  ^cta, 

BY  THOMAS  DIBDIN,  ESQ. 

Author  of  The  Cabinet,  The  Lady  of  the  Lake,  The  Jew  and  the  Doctor, 
Sail  Dhuv  the  Coiner,  The  Sixet,  The  Man  and  the  Marquis,  The  Englah 
Fleet,  Humphrey  diner,  Paul  Jones,  The  Rujfian  Boy,  'I he  'I  wo 
Gregories,  The  Fate  of  Calais,  Valentine  and  Orson,  ^c. 


PRINTED  FROM  THE  ACTING  COPY,  WITH  REMARKS, 
BIOGRAPHICAL  AND  CRITICAL,  BY  D. — -G. 


To  which  are  added, 

A  DESCRIPTION  OF  THE  COSTUME, — CAST  OF  THE  CHARACTERS, 
ENTRANCES  AND  EXITS,— RELATIVE  POSITIONS  OF  THE 
PERFORMERS  ON  THE  STAGE, — AND  THE  WHOLE 
OF  THE  STAGE  BUSINESS. 


As  performed  at  the 

METROPOLITAN  MINOR  THEATRES. 
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REMARKS. 


^Paiil  Jfones. 

Paul  Jones,  the  celebrated  naval  adventurer,  was  a  native  of 
Selkirk,  in  Scotland  ;  but,  emigrating  from  that  country  and  settling 
in  America,  he  obtained,  in  1775,  the  command  of  a  ship  under 
Commodore  Hopkins,  and  distinguished  himself  in  several  engage¬ 
ments,  for  which  he  received  his  commission  as  captain  of  the  marine. 
He  then  sailed  to  France,  and,  being  well  acquainted  with  the  Irish 
coast  and  the  northern  part  of  England,  he  conceived  a  design  of 
effecting  a  descent.  He  accordingly  landed  at  Whitehaven,  and, 
having  dismantled  a  fort,  set  fire  to  some  shipping  in  the  harbour. 
From  thence  he  sailed  for  Scotland,  where  he  landetl  on  the  estate 
of  the  Earl  of  Selkirk,  and  plundered  his  lordship’s  house  of  all  the 
plate.  He  next  took  the  Drake,  sloop  of  war,  with  which  he  returned 
to  Brest.  He  afterwards  sailed  round  Ireland  to  the  North  Sea  with 
three  ships,  the  Richard,  Pallas,  and  Vengeance.  Having  committed 
great  mischief  on  that  coast,  he  fell  in  with  the  Baltic  fleet,  convoyed 
by  the  Serapis  frigate,  and  the  Countess  of  Scarborough,  armed  ship, 
both  of  which,  after  a  severe  action,  he  captured  off  Flamborough- 
Head.  For  these  services  the  King  of  France  conferred  on  him  the 
Order  of  Merit,  and  gave  him  a  gold-hilted  sword.  He  died  at 
Paris,  in  1792. 

Thus,  instead  of  being  hanged  in  England,  Paul  managed  to  die 
quietly'  in  his  bed,  crowned  with  honours,  in  the  good  city  of  Paris. 
This  comes  of  calling  the  same  thing\)y  two  different  names— piracy 
and  privateering.  Mr.  Dibdin  has  constructed  an  ingenious  melo¬ 
dramatic  romance  on  some  portion  of  Paul  Jones’s  history.  The 
incidents  and  characters  are,  however,  so  numerous  and  varied, 
that  we  shall  not  attempt  to  follow  the  author  regularly  in  his 
details,  but  content  ourselves  with  describing  some  of  the  most  im¬ 
portant  and  amusing.  The  piece  opens  with  dance  and  revelry  at 
Dalveen  Castle,  concerning  which,  and  its  young  lord,  some  myste¬ 
rious  stories  are  afloat ;  we  are  then  introduced  to  a  lunatic  Scotch 
lady  (a  lesser  Meg  Merrilies),  who,  having  imprudently  trusted  her 
honour  in  the  keeping  of  the  libertine  heir,  runs  as  mad  as  a  March 
one  ;  arrays  herself  in  the  everlasting  costume  of  insanity,  a  flowing 
white  dress  bedecked  with  flowers ;  and  walks  by  moonlight  on  the 
sea-shore,  to  warn  all  young  maidens  by  her  unhappy  fate,  and  to 
bother  her  seducer.  Now,  Lord  Dalveen,  who  would  appear  to 
have  received  the  parental  instruction  so  much  the  fashion  of  late, 
of  letting  children  go  to  the  devil  their  own  way  !  not  content 
with  the  ruin  of  Grace  Joyson,  the  lovely  lunatic  in  question,  tries 
his  gallantries  on  Maud  Paul,  a  virtuous  young  lady,  who  lives  with 
her  mother.  Prudence  Paul,  a  respectable  old  lady,  in  a  cottage  in 
the  neighbouring  glen.  Having  made  too  free  with  his  bottle  during 
the  late  entertainment,  he  pursues  Miss  Paul — attempts  certain  liber¬ 
ties — receives  a  repulse — is  about  to  join  her  in  a  lover’s  leap,  when 
a  loud  shriek  is  heard,  and  Grace  Joyson — 

“  What  a  pity  such  a  Grace, 

With  such  a  queer  face. 

Couldn’t  wait  to  say  grace  before  dinner  P* 
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REMARKS. 


efarlc  mad,  in  wliite  linon,  appears  before  him— rallies  him  in  broad 
Scotch— repeats  a  prophecy— and  exits  in  the  midst  of  cannonading 
and  thunder.  Foiled  in  this  attempt,  yet  nothing  daunted,  the  young 
reprobate  bribes  one  Captain  Corbie,  a  notorious  smuggler  (among 
whose  crew  we  find  the  following  singular  cognomens.  Black  Billy, 
Brandy-Nosed  Alick,and  Deil’s  Bob),  to  kidnap  the  young  lady,  and 
convey  her  on  board  his  vessel ;  and,  in  the  third  act,  we  find  her  in 
America.  Paul  Jones,  according  to  his  promise  (for  Paul  is  too  much 
of  a  buccaneer  and  a  gentlemen  to  forfeit  his  word),  arrives  in  the 
Solway  Firth,  to  pay  off  an  old  grudge  he  owes  the  family  of  Dal- 
veen,  and  to  have  an  interview  with  his  mother  Prudence,  and  his 
sister  Maud.  Being  desirous  of  hearing  what  folks  say  of  him  in  his 
absence,  he  comes  on  shore  incog. ;  and,  as  listeners  seldom  hear 
much  good  of  themselves,  his  curiosity  is  amply  gratified.  He  en¬ 
counters  successively  a  brace  of  fishermen,  a  pedlar,  the  lunatic 
Grace,  and  a  whole  host  of  the  dramatis  ‘personce,  yvho  bestow  upon 
him  epithets  not  the  most  complimentary.  He  lastly  meets  Mrs. 
Prudence  Paul,  to  whom  he  makes  himself  known,  and  from  whom 
he  receives  a  lecture,  conceived  in  no  very  gentle  terms.  He  endea¬ 
vours  to  justify  himself,  but  the  old  lady  is  staunch ;  she  brands 
him  as  a  villain  and  a  traitor,  and  goes  off  in  a  huff  We  may  just 
allude  to  the  affair  of  the  red-hot  poker,  which,  being  dropped  acci¬ 
dentally  (that  is  to  say,  on  purpose)  on  a  chest  of  linen,  by  one 
Airngray,  a  pragmatical  and  not  unarnusing  personage,  a  conflagration 
ensues,  and  the  cottage  of  Prudence  is  burnt  to  the  ground  ;  and  (give 
a  dog  a  bad  name)  Paul  is  dubbed  the  incendiary  instead  of  i\\Q  poker! 
Mr.  Hibdin  has  introduced  the  bombardment  of  Whitehaven,  wdiich 
concludes  the  buccaneer’s  adventures  in  Great  Britain,  and  the 
second  act. 


We  are  now  transported  to  the  wilds  of  North  America,  and  in¬ 
troduced  to  a  tribe  of  interesting  savages,  who  do  their  best  to 
amuse  us  with  their  war-whoops,  war-dances,  and  war-kettles. 
They  bury  their  animosity  and  hatchet  in  due  form,  and  yelp 
out  a  chorus  with  no  inharmonious  bray.  Thither,  also,  the  most 
important  of  the  dramatis  personm  repair:  Robin  Mac  Gubb, 
the  Presbyterian  sailor,  whose  jargon  is  made  up  of  pious  phrases 
and  nautical  oaths  j  Justice  Macmittimus,  by  order  of  government; 
and  Airngray.  These  worthies  are  condemned  to  be  roasted  alive 
and  served  up  at  an  entertainment,  and  are  only  redeemed  from  the 
spit  on  condition  of  becoming  the  husbands  of  three  beautiful  squaws, 
whose  amorous  inclinations  get  the  better  of  their  voracious  appetites. 
Ihe  thud  act  is  entirely  devoted  to  fun,  and,  as  fun  is  Dibdin’s  forte. 
It  goes  off  merrily.  I’he  piece  concludes  with  a  grand  sea-fight 
between  the  vessels  of  Captain  Corbie  and  Paul  Jones.  After  a  due 
^lantum  of  manoeuvring,  the  pirate.  Corbie,  gets  the  worst  of  it. 
Paul  waves  Ins  flag  triumphantly,  the  crew  and  the  audience  give 
three  cheers,  and  Paul  has  on  shore,  what  he  never  had  at  sea,  a 
tiretty  considerable  run. 


^  D - G. 


I*AUIj  JON  ES. — Russian  naval  uniform,  embroidered 
v/ith  gold  lace — long  blue  cloak. 

LORD  DALVEEN. — Flesh  arms  andlegs— kelt — sasli 
— breast-plate — sword — bonnet  and  feathers. 

CAPTAIN  CORBIE.— Old-tashioned  naval  uniform. 

ROBIN  M‘GUBB.— Sailor’s  trousers— check  shirt- 
shabby  black  spencer. 

JUSTICE  MACMITTIMUS.— Old-fashioned  court 
suit — powdered  wig. 

LIEUTENANT  LUCAS.— Naval  uniform. 

GEORDY  GAVEL. — Short  brown  jacket — kelt — 
sash — bonnet — sandals, 

YANKEE. — Green  uniform — black  belt — cap  and 
feathers,  as  a  sharpshooter. 

PEDLAR.  —  Shabby  brown  coat  —  waistcoat  and 
breeches — old  hat — shoes. 

POWHATAN. — Skin  mantle— a  profusion  of  beads 
and  feathers — flesh  stockings  and  arms. 

OPECH  AN  CANOUGH— Ibid. 

LADY  EUPHEMIA. — White  silk  dress  and  tartan — 
plaid  scarf. 

MAUD  PAUL, — Blue  body— plaid  petticoat  and 
stocking's* 

GRACE  JOYSON. — White  drapery,  much  torn. 

PRUDENCE  PAUL.— Highland  dress  of  gray  and 
plaid. 

MAGGIE  LAUDER. — White  and  plaid  dress. 

AMERICAN  INDIANS. — Fanciful  dresses  of  skins, 
feathers,  and  beads. 


STAGE  DIRECTIONS. 

The  Conductors  of  this  work  print  no  Plays  but  those  which  they 
have  seen  acted.  The  Stage  Directions  are  given  from  personal 
observations,  during  the  most  recent  performances. 

EXITS  and  ENTRANCES. 

R.  means  Right  ;  L.  Left  ;  F.  the  Flat,  or  Scene  running  across 
the  back  of  the  Stage;  D.  F.  Door  in  Flat  ;  R.  1).  Right  Door  ; 
L.  D.  Left  Door;  C,  D.  Centre  Door;  S.  E.  Second  Entance ; 
U.  E.  Upper  Entrance. 

RELATIVE  POSITIONS. 

R.  means  Right  ;  L.  Left  ;  C.  Centre  ;  R.  C.  Right  of  Centre; 
C.  Left  of  Centre. 

R,  RC.  C.  LC.  L 

•  ,♦  TheReader  is  supposed  to  be  on  the  Stag  c,  facing  the  A  udience. 


€agt  of  tl^e  ©^aracters, 

As  Performed  at  Sadler^s  Wells  Theatre, 

Paul  Jones . Mr.  Campbell. 

Lord  Dalveen . Mr.  Palmer. 


.  Mr.  J.  S.  Grimaldi. 
.  Mr.  W,  H.  Williams 
.  Mr.  Vale. 

.  Mr.  Lancaster. 


Captain  Corbie 


Robin  UPGubb  . 
Airngray 

Justice  Macmittimus 


Lieutenant  Lucas  ....  Mr.  Foster. 

Geordy  Gavel . Mr.  Starmer. 

Yankee . Mr.  Harmer. 

Pedlar . Mr.  Morton. 

Powhatom,  an  Indian  Chief  .  .  Mr.  Kirby. 

Opechancanough,  an  Indian  Chief  .  Mr.  Hartland. 

Black  Bill,  DeiVs  Rob,  Brandy-Nose  Alick,  Officers,  Ser¬ 
geant,  Fishermen,  Peasants,  Sfc. 

Lady  Euphemia  ....  Miss  Marshall. 
Maud  Paul  ....  Miss  Darnley. 

Grace  Joy  son  .  .  .  Miss  George. 

Prudence  Paul  .  .  .  .  .  Mrs.  Taylor. 

Maggie  Lauder  .... 

Pohonta  ....  .  Mrs.  Searle. 


American  Indians 


Pettiquaw  j 

The  Scene  during  the  First  and  Second  Acts  lies  in  Scot¬ 
land — m  the  Third  Act  in  North  America. 


PAUL  JONES. 


ACT  I. 

Bay  in  Solway  Firth,  by  Moon- 
,  w-  f  ^ithillummated  windows,  on  the 

Sea  seen  to  a  great  extent-a  sm^gLinl 
as  I7^harfs^ curtain  rises,  distant  Mvsic, 

V /V*  wears  zn  the  Vessel,  which  is  an¬ 

swered  from  a  projecting  Rock  in  the  foreground— a  Boat 
mears  from  behind  the  Rock,  l.u.  e. 

f^ntei  Smugglers  from  the  boat,  headed  by  Gilbert,  bearing 

tubs  slung  across  their  shmdders. 

CHORUS. 

Mwkf  there's  a  light  in  the  lofty  tower; 

Hark  1  there’s  a  laugh  in  the  lordly  hall; 

1  here  s  music  sweet  in  my  lady’s  bower,— 

And  the  raven  croaks  on  the  castle  wall. 

And  now,  as  fearful  old  wives  say, 

win  sprites  in  the  Marmaid  Bay. 

Veil,  let  them  sing,  and  let  them  dance. 

And  croak  and  waik— why,  what  care  we? 

Uur  moonlight  sprites  come  from  France 
And  brandy  is  ihe  sprite  for  me.  ’ 

Gil.  (r  )  You  sing  too  loud,  and  lose  time,  too,  which 
bS  Billy*  musicians  you  be :  let’s  muster- 

Bill.  Here. 

Gil.  Brandy-nosed  Alick. 

All.  Here. 

Gil.  Deil’s  Rob, 

Rob.  Here. 

Gil.  Davie  Gellock. 

Bav.  Here. 

♦i,  four  lead  the  rest  of  your  moonlight  spirits 

through  the  Peat  Moss-Glcn  to  the  Kelpie’s  Cavern, 
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PAUL  JONES. 


[act  I. 

where  Lucky  Janet  is  cooking  ye  a  smuggler’s  feast. 
Our  captain,  bold  Ned  Corbie,  will  meet  me  here,  and 
follow  you.  Troop  I  march  I  and  shut  your  mouths  till 
supper-time.  {^Exeunt  SmugglerSf  l. — Music  again  heard 
from  the  Castle!]  They’re  leaking  mortal  merry  in  yon 
hall,  and  we  shall  have  young  Lord  Dalveen,  who  is  a 
born  devil  when  half-tipsy,  playing  Ned  Crook’s  horn¬ 
pipe  among  the  maidens — is  this  him  coming  ? 

Enter  Airngray,  r.  s.  e. 

Air.  No,  it’s  me.  My  master,  the  young  lord,  has 
drank  himself  into  a  frolicsome  fit  of  dancing,  and 
danced  himself  into  such  a  rampaying  humour  of  kissing 
all  the  girls,  that  there’ll  be  more  broken  heads  than 
battles.  Where’s  my  father  ? 

Gil.  At  hand.  I  go  to  make  his  signal.  [Exit,  l. 

Air,  Better  not ;  other  ears  may  hear  it.  Crazy  Grace 
Joyson  walks  this  path  when  the  moon’s  up,  and,  though 
she’s  mad  for  love  of  my  master,  who  played  her  one  of 
his  devil’s  own  tricks,  she’s  cunuinger  than  wiser  folk  ; 
and  there’s  the  old  wizard  Fairlie  Fergus ;  and  there’s — 
[A  groan.]— the  devil  himself!  No,  t’ent,  it’s  my  father. 

Enter  Captain  Corbie,  l. 

I  thought  it  was  you,  father  ;  but  what  made  you  come 
grunting  like  the  ricketty  ribs  of  your  rolling  vessel  in 
a  squall,  eh  1  daddy  ? 

Cap.  C.  To  hear  thy  tongue,  barking  and  filling  at 
the  rate  of  fifteen  knots  an  hour. 

Air.  I  know  you’ve  often  told  me  to  hear,  see,  and 
say  nothing;  which  is  indulging  my  eyes  and  ears  at  the 
expense  of  my  tongue  ;  and,  having  a  tongue,  father,  I 
have  always  thought  best  to  do  as  they  do  in  France. 

Capt.  C.  How’s  that? 

Air.  Talk  ;  or  how  else  shall  I  be  able  to  tell  you  all 
that  happened  since  you  went  away  :  how  that  fiery 
madman,  John  Paul,  changed  his  name  to  Paul  Jones, 
broke  my  lord’s  head,  and  left  the  country  ;  how  they 
say  he  fell  in  with  a  fleet  of  black  buccaneers,  boarded 
the  commodore,  got  shot  through  the  head,  and  then 
did  as  they  do  in  Devonshire — 

Capt.  C.  What? 

Air.  Died,  to  be  sure.  His  sister,  Maud  Paul,  is 
just  gone  up  to  the  castle,  to  ask  the  truth  of  it ;  she’ll 
meet  my  lord  in  a  merry  mood,  and,  if  he’s  once  deter- 
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mined  to  court  her,  she’ll  be  obliged  to  do  as  young 
maidens  do  in  most  places — 

Capt.  C.  Eh  i 

Air.  Let  him — as  poor  silly  Grace  Joyson  did,  who 
walks  the  cliflf  here,  and  as  they  do  say  Paul’s  own 
mother  did  with  my  lord’s  father,  but  that’s  neither  here 
nor  there.  There  was  a  whisper  that  the  old  lord  was  so 
great  a  rogue  among  the  girls,  that  when  he  sent  his 
picture  home,  they — 

Capt.  C.  They  hung  it  up,  I  suppose. 

Air.  You’re  right ;  and  now  to  business,  father  :  my 
young  lord  bid  me  say  he  has  a  hundred  broad  pieces, 
which  lie  so  heavy  in  his  purse  that  he  wishes  you  to 
lighten  it — where  may  he  meet  you  1 

Capt.  C.  In  the  Kelpie’s  cave  5  some  rascally  service- 
money,  as  I  take  it. 

Air.  You’ll  take  it,  any  how. 

Capt.  C,  Ay,  ay  ;  but  let’s  hear  particulars— you 
have  a  tongue. 

Air.  Which  mustn’t  run  at  fifteen  knots  an  hour :  hear, 
see,  and  say  nothing, you  know;  besides,  father,  since  I’ve 
been  a  lord’s  man,  I  make  it  a  rule  to  do  as  they  do  at 
Glasgow  Green — never  tell  a  secret  before  I  know  it 
myself- 

Capt.  C,  Out !  son  of  thy  mother’s  perverseness — 

Air.  And  my  daddy’s  valour.  Away,  father,  to  the 
Kelpie’s  cave  :  my  master’s  got  to  meet  Maud  Paul  ; 
I’ve  got  to  crack  a  joke  with  Maggie  Lauder ;  and— 
[^Distant  cannon  heard^  L.]  Hallo  !  what’s  that  ? 

Capt.  C.  A  gun  !  two  !  three  ! 

Air.  Who  fired  ’em  ? 

Capt.  C.  A  very  devil,  that  your  lord’s  tricks  sent 
from  his  native  land  to  fetch  foreign  fire  and  steel  to 
bring  down  the  black  eagle  from  the  pinnacle  of  Dalveen 
Castle ;  to  burn  your  shipping  in  their  very  harbours  ; 
lay  tower  and  cottage  low  alike,  and  teach  pride  to  re¬ 
spect  a  poor  man’s  feelings  ! 

Air.  And  how  learned  you  all  this,  father  ? 

Capt,  C.  As  they  do  in  Swisserland — made  use  of 
eyes  and  ears,  boy.  I  met  Paul  at  sea,  and  went  on 
board  his  vessel ;  ’tis  a  brave  one,  and  on  his  flag  he 
carries  stars  and  stripes  ;  stars  to  guide  him  to  victory, 
and  stripes  for  his  enemies.  He  is  in  league  with 
France,  too ;  and,  when  I  drank  his  grog,  the  toast  they 
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gave  was,  “  May  the  Gallic  lilies  and  Columbian  stars 
fly  triumphant  over  the  lion  of  England.” 

Air.  And  did  you  drink  that,  father  ? 

Capt.  C.  What  would  you  have  done  ? 

Air.  As  they  would  do  all  over  Britain  in  time  of 
war — mind,  I’d  have  said,  and  boldly  too,  “  May  the 
British  lion  always  be  able  to  smoke  the  lilies  of  France 
and  light  his  pipe  with  the  thirteen  stars  of  America  !” 

[Exit,  R. 

Capt.  C.  Well  said,  boy.  I  did  say  something  like 
it,  and  so  they  threw  a  decanter  at  my  head.  Had  Paul 
been  civil,  I’d  have  joined  him,  but  he  called  me  pirate 
and  smuggler,  and  preached  so  many  hours  about  li¬ 
berty,  that  he  kept  me  prisoner  till  he  got  into  the 
latitude  he  wished,  and  then  sent  me  off  like  a  fool ; 
’tis  well  for  him  my  vessel  was  no  bigger.  What’s 
Paul  ?  a  traitor !  who  is  openly  going  to  war  with  his 
own  country  ;  while  I  only  cheat  the  laws  privately  at 
home,  and  make  war  abroad  upon  every  body.  [Exit,  l. 

Enter  Lord  Dalveen  tind  Maud  Paul,  l.  s.  e. 

Lord  D.  Nay,  my  pretty  Maud,  I  must  see  you  to  thr 
glen. 

Maud.  And  why,  my  lord  ? 

Lord  D.  Because  I  love  to  hear  you  prattle,  though 
it  be  even  to  tell  me  of  my  faults  :  you  have  mentioned 
one  or  two,  and  I  fain  would  hear  them  all. 

Maud.  You  have  little  mercy  on  poor  Maud,  to  set 
her  such  a  task — all  your  failings,  my  lord !  Where 
shall  I  begin  ?  With  your  unkindness  to  my  absent 
brother  ? 

Lord  D.  He  had  a  fiery  temper  ;  I  cannot  praise  my 
own — but  I  was  to  blame  to  draw  my  sword  upon  a 
dependent  who — 

Matid.  Proved  a  very  saucy  servant,  and  in  the  camp 
will  not  only  beat  some  of  your  retinue,  but  lift  his  hand 
Against  your  lordship’s  self. 

Lord  p.  Well,  when  he  strikes  in  some  shapes,  we 
may  strike  again,  but  when  in  so  fair  a  form  as  thine,  a 
kiss,  my  pretty  Maud,  will  be  the  best  reply. 

Maud.  Desist,  my  lord.  I  went  to  the  castle  to  learn 
tidings,  from  your  lady  mother,  of  my  brother  Paul ; 
you  have  prevented  my  access  to  her,  followed  me 
hither,  and  would  sacrifice  me  as  you  have  sacrificed 
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many  :  but  that — nay,  approach  not — on  thy  life,  upon 
thy  soul,  I  charge  thee,  lest  from  this  dizzy  precipice  I 
leap,  and  add  another  voice  from  another  world  to  those 
who  already  call  for  retribution  on  the  libertine  Dalveen. 

Lord  D.  Heyday  !  hast  thou  such  resolution  I  I  can¬ 
not  credit  it.  H  so,  dost  think  Dalveen  can  be  excelled 
in  spirit  by  a  simple  maid  ?  If  thou  dost  laugh  at  me, 
and  would  but  try  my  firmness,  still  living  and  defeated  of 
thy  purpose,  thou  shall  be  mine ;  but  if  really  the  heroine 
thou  wouldst  appear,  thou  art  worth  dying  with — yes, 
with  Dalveen — and  thus  we  plunge  together.  [Music — 
he  runs  up  the  hill,  L.  u.  E. — short  pause — a  loud  shriek  is  heard 
—  Maud  disappears,  and  Grace  Joy  son,  in  a  fiewing  white 
dress,  simply  decked  withjiowers,  is  seen  standing  in  her  place — 
Lord  Dalveen  staggers  up,  r.]  Image  of  terror  !  of  re¬ 
proach  !  whence  came  ye  ? 

Grace.  [Descending,']  From  the  deep  sea — I  have  been 
seeking  the  young  Lord  Dalveen  and  his  bonnie  bride  ! 
He  was  tall  and  handsome  as  yoursel,  and  she  was  just 
like  me — nay,  it  was  me  mysel,  and  he  were  you,  my 
laird  :  but  I  pulled  her  ribands  for  her,  tore  off’  her 
veil,  and  she  was  a  sheeted  corse,  wi’  tv/a  elf  candles 
for  her  een.  The  fright  on’t  threw  me  i’the  sea,  and  I 
lost  my  laird,  and  can  nae  be  a  bride  after  aw,  ye  ken. 

Lord  D.  Well,  well,  where’s  the  maiden  who  stood 
upon  the  rock  ? 

Grace.  Ey,  mon,  she’s  cheated  you,  as  ye  did  me ; 
she’s  gone  to  fetch  up  Lord  Dalveen  ;  the  poor  body  has 
been  feeding  fish  at  the  O’Caerlaverock,  frow  this  six 
weeks  come  next  new  moon. 

Lord  D.  Poor  Grace  !  were  I  not  so  far  in  folly,  I 
could  find  in  my  heart  to  sooth  her.  [^side.]  Do  you 
not  know  me  ?  Do  I  not  bear  the  shape  of  Lord  Dal¬ 
veen  ? 

Grace.  Troth  do  ye,  and  sae  diz  the  muckle  deil ; 
surely,  ye’re  no  my  lord — ye’re  wild  Hob  Wilkie  o’ White¬ 
haven,  who  sailed  seven  years  for  the  gude  o’  his  saul, 
in  a  ship  made  o’  moonshine — and  see,  here  comes  a 
leddy— -ay,  and  a  bonnie  ane,  and  she’ll  mistake  ye  for 
my  lord,  and  ye’ll  swear  til  her,  and  deceive  her  as  ray 
laird  did  me ;  sae,  I’ll  save  ye  frae  the  sin,  and  be  yer 
gude  friend,  and  tell  her  what  a  braw  big  bad  body  ye  be. 

Lord  D,  My  cousin  coming  !  I’m  between  two  fires  : 
retire,  sweet  Grace,  Lady  Euphemia  will  be  alarmed — 
furprised — I  mean. 
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Grace.  Eh,  sirs,  at  what?  the  leddy  need  nae  be 
alarmed,  but  gin  she’s  surprised  to  find  Grace  i’  yer 
lordship’s  company  ;  I’m  thinking  that’s  mair  your  faut 
than  hers  or  mine. 

Enter  Lady  Euphemia,  n.  s.  e. 

Lady  E.  My  lord,  you  left  us  so  abruptly,  and  more 
than  one  youth  looked  so  angry  at  your  freedoms  with 
their  partners,  that  we  feared  mischief;  and  where’s  the 
pretty  maiden,  Maud :  there  were  eyes  upon  you,  and 
reports  that  you  pursued  her. 

Grace.  [Aside  to  Lady  Euphemia.^  She  didna  fall  ;  I 
held  her  stoutly  up,  and  pointed  her  the  cave-path  to 
the  glen.  Pour  Hob  Wilkie  o’  Whitehaven  there  [Pointing 
to  Lord  Dalveen.']  wad  ha’  ta’en  the  leap  wi’  her — but  he’s 
aye  deceived,  and  now  he’s  a  wee  bit  mad,  and  thinks 
he’s  Laird  Dalveen,  Laird  help  him. 

Lord  D.  My  Lady  Cousin  and  ray  Lady  Grace,  is 
this  a  plot  to  try  my  even  temper  ?  It  may  become  Lady 
Euphemia  to  play  the  Argus  and  watch  the  morals  of 
her  naughty  cousin,  but  to  enlist  Maud  and  that  maniac. 

Lady  E.  Silence,  my  lord  !  Maud  only  wished  to 
escape  the  notice  of  her  brother’s  foe  ;  and  for  that 
maniac^  I  wouldn’t  have  her  wrongs  upon  my  heart  to 
be  Lord  Dalveen,  though  he  were  heir  to  a  world’s 
monarchy. 

Lord  D.  Madness  on  one  side,  and  too  much  reason 
on  the  other  !  Who  shall  I  listen  to  ? 

Grace.  To  me.  Hob  Wilkie;  to  poor  Grace  Joyson. 
Yere  nae  sic  a  villain  as  my  lord :  ye  did  na  swear  ye 
loved  a  gude  girl  till  she  was  won  to  let  her  see  how 
much  ye  wished  her  ill — fie  on  ye !  Women  are  gentle, 
timid,  mild,  and  wi’  strong  affection ;  and  ye  gay- looking- 
gewgaws  o’  the  lordly  sex,  ye  gather  flowrets  but  to  cast 
them  down,  and  smile  on  dying  beauties  e’en  while  ye 
trample  on  them. 

Lady  E.  Dear  girl !  come  hither  ;  let  me — 

Grace.  O,  no  !  ye’re  far  too  gude  to  touch  me — ye’re 
not  a  fule — guilt  only  maks  us  fules  :  see  but  at  me  ! 
folly  demented  me, — and  for  my  lord,  I  mean  Hob  Wil¬ 
kie,  then  if  a  meek  girl  like  me  could  fall  to  folly,  eh, 
sirs,  what  a  cap  and  bells  his  wisdom  wears  who  played 
the  fool  himsel,  and  left  better  folk,  because  they  were 
simpler-hearted,  to  be  such  as  ye  see  poor  Grace  ! 

Lady  E.  Can  you  hear  this  unmoved  ?  Have  education 
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and  advantage  taught  you  to  undervalue  a  sex  which 
you  had  no  better  mode  of  degrading,  than  by  sacrific¬ 
ing  your  own  claims  on  honour  to  disgrace  it? 

Lord  D.  Is  the  preaching  nearly  finished  r  \  ou  over¬ 
whelm  me — I  offer  two  words  only  of  defence. 

Lady  E.  Your  defence  had  better  be  directed  to  your 
castle ;  Paul  has  vowed  vengeance  on  it — ay,  Paul !  the 
man  you  slighted. 

Lord  D.  And  whom  you  loved. 

Lady  E.  For  shame  !  I  dare  love  merit,  find  it  where 
I  w'ill ;  and,  now  that  Paul,  through  the  tyranny  of  Lord 
Dalveen,  has  turned  enemy  to  his  native  land,  were  I 
but  worthy  to  lead  your  hardy  tenants  to  the  field, 
against  the  man  you  accuse  me  of  regarding,  you  should 
do  more  justice  to  my  honest  feeling. 

Lord  D.  He  comes,  then,  does  he  ?  Paul  and  I  once 
more,  then,  shall  be  point  to  point, 

Grace.  Nae,  nae,  ye  never  will;  seek  Prudence  Paul, 
his  mother,— she’ll  tell  ye  o’  a  mystery  :  they  think  me 
mad,  and  while  I  seeming  slept  beside  their  ingle,  I 
heard  aw — I  tell  ye  mair— it  is  nae  jealousy,  for  ye’re 
Hob  Wilkie,  and  not  a  bit  my  lord— for  lords,  ye  see,  are 
gentlemen,  that  do  nae  dirty  work  like  ye  ;  leave  Maud 
alone  ;  should  ye  deceive  her,  as  ye  did  poor  Grace, 
there’s  sic  a  curse  wad  hang  on’t,  that  your  castle — not 
yours,  Hob,  but  ray  lord’s,  would  clatter  o’er  yer  head  : 
ken  ye  the  prophecy  ?  I  ha  yet  wit  enough  to  think  o’ 
that ;  here  tul  it — there’s  the  castle  r — 

“  It  was  founded  in  rapine,  by  force  it  stood ; 

There’s  guilt  at  the  door,  on  the  floor  there’s  blood  1 
When  its  walls  are  washed  by  the  Solway  Sea, 

When  the  eagle  stone  lies  low  on  the  lea  1 
With  the  curse  of  a  priest  and  the  moan  of  a  lass. 

The  House  of  Dalveen  shall  to  misery  pass  1” 

Mind  ye  that !  mind  ye  that !  mind  ye  that !” 

[Earit,  L. — A  pause — thunder  and  cannon  heard. 

Lord  D.  Euphemia  !  you  turn  pale. 

Lady  E.  My  lord,  I  know  not  affectation — I  detest  it ! 
I,  yes  I,  can  feel  for  you,  spite  of  your  follies  ;  but  that 
maniac’s  words,  and  following  indications  from  man  and 
heaven,  they  terrify — they —  [^Faints  and  falls  on  the  bank. 

Lord  D.  Support  yourself ;  you  have  no  cause  for 

fear _ help,  help  !  the  lurid  horizon  shows  signs  that  I 

ought  to  tremble  at ;  I  have  nerve  to  brave  the  elements, 
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although  I’ve  wanted  courage  to  do  right.  [Tht/nder.] 
Ye  powers  of  justice,  strike  me,  but  spare  the  innocent ! 

Enter  Airngray,  r. 

Thou  art  well  arrived— go,  call  assistance,  help  me  to 
lead  my  cousin  to  the  castle;  look,  how  the  sea  rages  ! 

Air,  That’s  not  the  worst,  my  lord.  The  eagle  stone 
is  struck  from  the  top  of  the  tower  to  the  warden  crreen 

Lord  D.  Ha !  didst  thou  see  it  fall  ? 

Air,  No,  my  lord  :  I  did  as  they  do  in  Germany.  I 
shut  my  eyes  when  I  could  look  no  longer,  for,  as  the 
stone  flew,  if  the  fire  didn’t  dazzle  me,  I  saw  a  winged 
thing  follow  it  through  the  air,  and  when  it  fell  dunt 
into  the  ground,  may  the  fiend  make  spules  o’  my 
shoulder-blades  if  I  didn’t  see  the  devil  look  out  o’ 
window  as  like  Old  Lord  Dalveen  as  you  are ;  and  just 
as  is  said  in  the  old  prophecy — he  said — said — he  “  O 
all  ye  people  !” 

Lord  D,  Speak  another  word  and  you’re  a  corpse. 

Air.  If  I  do,  I’m  dead.  [Cannon  heard,  L.l  There,  he 
comes  again  !— it’s  Paul !  it’s  Paul !  he  went  in  water 
he  returns  in  fire  !  ’ 

Lord  D,  Help,  babbler,  help ;  and  speak  not. 

[Music.  They  raise  Lady  Euphemia  and  lead  hei'  off,  R.  u.  E. 

SCENE  II. — A  Gothic  Hall — a  characteristic  Portrait 
of  Old  Lord  Dalveen,  c.  f. 

Enter  Maggie,  L.—she  goes  to  each  entrance  (to  Music), 
listens,  and  returns. 

Mag.  The  grand  singing,  dancing,  drinking,  music 
harps,  voices,  feet,  and  glasses,  are  all  quiet,  quiet  as  the 
dead,  quiet  as— [Cannon  heard.^  quiet  as — wdiat?  O 
dear  !  O  dear  1  there’s  mystery,  and  misery,  and  pro¬ 
phecy,  and  pranks  of  every  sort  all  over  the  castle  ! 


Tinier  iVlRNGRAY,  K. 

Oh,  Mr.  Airngray,  I  had  just  made  you— [Cannon.]  aiK 
her  bang--such  a  delighted  drink,  and  [Cannon.]  dove 
know  what  will  happen  next? 

do  as  they  do  in  Holland  :  wh< 
there  s  any  thing  good  to  drink,  I  drink  it ;  and  when- 

Entei'  Lord  Dalveen,  r. 

Lord  D.  Hark,  sirrah  !  did  you  see  your  father  ? 
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Air.  Yes,  my  lord, — he’s  gone  to  the  Kelpie’s  cave; 
and,  my  lord,  1  saw  Maud  Paul  safe  on  her  way  home¬ 
ward,  [^Aside  to  Lord  Dalveen. 

Lord  D.  ’Tis  well — prepare  thee  for  a  night’s  sail, 
and  meet  me  presently  at  Paul’s  cottage,  near  the  cave. 

[Exit,  L. 

Air.  Presently  !  how  long  time  is  that  ? 

Mag.  Don’t  go — don’t :  you  pretend  to  be  my  suitor, 
and  you  follow  your  master  into  all  manner  of  shameless, 
irolicking,  and  galloping  gallimaufries,  with  maids  that 
the  no  maids,  and  men  who  are  little  better  ;  and,  as  for 
the  Kelpie’s  cave,  it’s  full  of  sheeted  sceptres  and  long- 
legged  apprehensions,  that  scare  fools  out  of  their  wits, 
and  turn  wise  folks  to  simpletons. 

Air.  I’m  afraid  you’ve  been  there,  my  pretty  Maggie; 
and  as  for  me,  having  lost  ray  wits  already  at  what  my 
lord  calls  the  halter  of  beauty — meaning  the  shrine  or 
shine  of  your  charms,  I’ve  little  more  to  be  afraid  of 
losing. 

Mag.  I  tell  you,  no  one  goes  there  without  losing  some¬ 
thing  :  Christy  Mucklebag  lost  a  whole  year’s  rent,  which 
was  clicked  out  of  hand  in  a  thought ;  and,  when  blue¬ 
eyed  Katie  went  there,  to  meet  long-sided  Jemmy,  the 
drummer  from  Fife,  he  lost  his  furlough,  and  she — 

Air.  Ay,  what  did  she  lose  ? 

Mag.  No  matter :  hark’ye,  Airngray,  you  say  you  love 
me — nay,  I’ve  heard  you  swear  it. 

Air.  I’ve  said,  and  sworn  it,  too,  a  hundred  times,  and 
when  once  I’ve  made  an  oath  I  do  as  Grippy  Nippemall, 
the  miser  of  Musselborough,  did  by  his  money — I  keep  it. 

Mag.  Then,  if  ever  you  hope  my  hand  and  heart,  take 
one  more  oath,  and  keep  that,  too. 

Air.  You  must  give  it  me,  first. 

Mag.  Your  lord  has  ordered  you  to  attend  him,  to 
plot  some  mischief  against  good  Maud  Paul ;  mischief 
that  he  would  no  more  dare  do  if  her  brother  were  here 
than  he  would  eat  his  fingers.  He  has  already  destroyed 
the  wits  of  poor  Grace  Joyson,  and  killed  another  inno¬ 
cent  outright — her  grave  lies  in  your  path. 

Air.  Well,  I  can  swear  all  that. 

Mag.  And  this,  too,  Airngray  :  swear  not  only  that  you 
will  not  join  your  father  and  your  master  in  the  cowardly 
plot  against  the  maid,  but  that,  if  need  be,  you’ll  defend 
her  from  them.  I  love  you,  Airngray,  dearly,  but  the 
man  who  assists  to  destroy  one  helpless  being  of  an  un- 
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protected  sex,  will  never  be  worthy  the  affection  of  ano¬ 
ther,  and  must  also  be —  ^  ^  ,  t 

A  d - d  rogue,  Maggie.  In  tne  first  place,  1 

wouldn’t  lose  thee  for  all  the  preferment  in  Christendom ; 
in  the  next  place,  though  T  came  of  a  queerish  breed, 
that  is,  on  my  daddy’s  side,  I  wouldn  t  help  to  harm  the 
girl  even  if  I  did  not  love  thee  ;  and,  in  the  third  place, 

I  take  the  oath  required,  and  kiss  the  book.  {Kisses  het. 

DUET. 

Air. — Maggie  Lauder. 

An  oath  you  ask,  an  oath  I’ll  swear,— 

What’s  more.  I’ll  never  break  it; 

Pd  have  you,  silty  man,  beware  ; 

And  think  before  you  take  it. 

For,  should  you  act  a  false  one’s  part — 

To  think  it  is  uncivil ; 

You’ll  lose  poor  Maggie  Lauder’s  heart ! 

And  that  would  be  the - ! 

Air. — “  I  am  a  jolly  gay  Pedlar 

Tell  me,  then,  what  I  shall  swear  by. 

Your  red  pouting  lip  or  your  eye'l 
Your  nose,  or  your  chin,  or  your  hair  by. 

Those  cheeks  which  all  painting  defy  1 
Don’t  swear  by  such  nonsense  and  folly, 

For  those  are  too  sure  to  decay  : 

Then  I’ll  swear  to  be  frisky  and  jolly, 

Kiss  Maggy,  and  foot  it  away. 

Fol,  lol,  &c. 

I  swear  you’re  an  impudent  fellow, 

Who  courts  all  the  lasses  he  can. 

And  I  swear  your  stockings  are  yellow. 

And  much  you’ve  mistaken  your  man  : 

Yet,  should  1  do  all  you  have  told  me. 

And  if  for  the  damsel  I  fight — 

I  suppose  to  my  promise  you’ll  hold  me, 

And  then — 

We’ll  be  married  outright. 

Then  all  will  away  to  the  bridal. 

For  there  will  be  lilting  there  ; 

The  piper  won’t  leave  a  soul  idle. 

But  capers  shall  kick  away  care  ! 

{Exeunt,  dancing,  Maggie,  R.,  Airngray,  L. 

SCENE  111.— The  Kelpie’s  Cavern. 

Captain  Corbie  discovered,  sleeping,  wrapi  in  his  cloak — 
Gilbert,  and  other  Pirates,  grouped  round  him,  some  drink¬ 
ing  and  playing  at  cards  and  dice,  and  others  singing  a — 

ROUND. 

The  world  is  round,  and  the  bowl  is  round. 

And  round  the  grog  we  hand  ; 

On  board  we  sail  the  ocean  round, 

And  around  we  dance  on  land. 


Air, 

Mag. 

Air. 

Mag. 

Air. 


Mag. 

Air. 

Both. 

Mag. 

Air. 

Mag. 

Air. 

Both. 
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A  iiood  round  toast  shall  be  our  boast — 

May  girls  and  cash  abound  ; 

And  never  a  man  desert  his  can. 

Till  all  our  heads  run  round. 

Capt.C.  [Singing.]  “Till  all  our  heads  run  round!” 
Silence,  hoys  !  I’ve  found  out,  that,  when  a  second  bottle 
of  downright  good  stuff  gets  into  an  honest  fellow’s  head, 
a  third  will  never  get  it  out  again.  So,  as  I  can’t  sing  my¬ 
self  sober,  I  must  even  sleep  myself  sober  ;  and  the  first 
man  that  wakes  me  shall  be  shot  for  mutiny.  Look  to 
the  entrance,  boys. 

Gil.  But,  as  we  mustn’t  speak,  what  shall  we  do  if 
any  one  approaches  1 

Cupt.  C.  Whistle — but  wet  your  whistle  first. 

'  CHORUS. 

Till  all  our  heads  run  round  ! 

[Somfcre  Mnsic — Captain  Corbie  spreads  his  cloak  on  the  Rock, 
and  dozes,  singing  inarticulately — 

“  Till  all  our  heads  run  round  !” 

Gilhen  t  and  Pirates  move  the  table,  put  tubs,  ^fc.,  down  a  trap¬ 
door,  station  a  Sentinel,  and  lie  down  to  sleep — a  pause— then 
a  distant  whistle,  L.,  which  is  repeated. 

Gil.  Belay  !  I  heard  a  signal. 

Black  Bill.  iWithout,  L.]  ’Tis  a  friend. 

Gil.  But  our  captain  sleeps. 

Lord  D.  [Without,  L.]  Here’s  one  will  wake  him. 

Enter  Lord  Dalveen,  l. 

Gil.  ATelcome,  my  lord,  if  your  lordship  loves  danger. 
Why  rouse  the  lion  ?  ’tis  more  than  we  dare  do. 

Lord  D.  Were  he  the  devil,  I’d  disturb  his  dream. 
Corbie,  my  man  I  how  now  ?  [Pokes  him  with  his  foot.]  Get 
up  !  show  thy  knave’s  face  to  one  that  knows  thee  i  rise  1 
Capt.  C.  [Presenting  a  pistol.]  I’ll  just  teach  you  Oh, 
it’s  ray  lord. 

Lord  D.  Rise,  man  !  I  bet  this  purse  against  thy  pis¬ 
tol,  thou  art  not  sober  yet. 

Capt.C.  [Sulkily.]  Sober  or  drunk,  my  lord,  your  hands 
are  not  too  good  for  the  work  your  foot  has  done  ;  and 
your  lordly  way  of  making  a  friend,  won’t  pass  muster 
for  civility  with  plain  Ned  Corbie. 

Lord  D.  Arise,  thou  man  of  honesty  and  honour— I 
come  to  speak  to  thee  in  the  way  of  thy  calling  :  I’ve  a 
neat  little  job  for  thee,  though  thou  art  but  a  clumsy- 
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kandecl  thief ;  old  Captain  Grapples  was  worth  a  thou¬ 
sand  of  thee. 

Cor.  [Rising.']  Grapples  is  grappled  by  old  Davy — he 
lies  at  the  bottom  of  the  bay.  If  a  dead  man  could  do 
your  work,  he  had  the  hand. 

Lord  D.  A  living  one  will  do — ’tis  but  a  quiet  piece  of 
villany.  Bestir  thee,  man — there’s  money  to  be  made  on’t. 

Capt.  C.  Money  !  well,  you’ve  been  a  kind  customer, 
and  must  be  looked  to. 

Lord  D.  I  want  to  prove  the  influence  of  salt  water  on 
a  certain  haughty  and  scrupulous  young  lady.  The  sea 
mends  wine,  and  why  not  women?  My  merry  man  of 
ocean,  what  say’st  thou?  eh.  Kidnapper  Ned? 

Capt.  C.  If  you  wish  your  work  done,  call  me  by  my 
name  :  say  Kidnapper  Ned  again,  and,  by  the  deep  sea, 
we  must  burn  powder  for  it ! 

Lord  D.  I  named  thee  but  after  thy  trade.  But  come, 
’tis  thy  blue  cabin  I  would  hire  for  a  refractory  wench — 
for  some  three  days  or  so  ;  here’s  handsome  rental  for  it. 

[Throws  him  a  large  purse. 

Capt.  C.  Paid  like  a  prince !  the  cabin’s  thine,  my 
lord.  Who  is  she  ? 

LordD.  What  think’st  thou  of  Maud  Paul  ? 

Capt.  C.  Maud  Paul !  no,  choak  niy  pumps  if  I  can — 
scuttle  me  if  I  dare.  No,  it  won’t  do — it  w  on’t  work — 
the  sister  of  Paul  Jones  !  it  would  be  taking  a  shark  by 
the  foreteeth. 

LordD.  What  then?  [Showing  another  purse.]  A  golden 
instrument,  like  this,  might  draw  them.  I  know  thou 
art  too  pious  to  sell  thy  soul  for  trifles,  and,  if  gold  can 
stop  the  shakings  of  fear,  there's  enough  to  cure  thee  of 
an  ague.  [Throws  the  purse  at  him. 

Capt.  C.  Well,  I  suppose  we  must  do  it — though  I 
would  as  soon  undertake  to  dive  into  purgatory,  and 
bring  you  the  keeper’s  daughter. 

Lord  D.  Why,  Maud  has  a  bit  of  a  spirit. 

Capt.  C.  I  believe  you — one  which  there  is  little  folly 
in  fearing.  Then,  if  her  brother  Paul  should  return,  and 
hear  on’t  (and  they  say  he’s  not  far  oflf),  he’d  turn  salt 
water  into  melted  lead  for  me.  But  come.  I’ll  do’t— there’s 
ne  er  a  churl  on  the  Solway  side  shaR  frighten  stout  Ned 
Corbie. 

Lord  D.  Away,  then,  to  the  water  side ;  I’ll  walk  there 
with  my  prize — if  some  dozen  of  you  take  her  from  me, 
and  carry  her  on  board  in  spite  of  me,  ’twill  be  no  fault 
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of  mine — you  know  I  can  but  get  a  boat  and  follow  them ; 
if  you  detain  me  a  tide  or  two  onboard,  against  my  will, 
you  know,  why  you  can  but — 

Capt.  C.  Be  hanged  for’t— and  that  not  above  an  hour. 

LordD,  You  must  be  hanged  for  something,  Ned; 
your  piracies,  and  your  plunderings,and your  smugglings, 
have  put  you  past  all  pardon.  Away,  then  :  should  you 
fail,  or  be  taken,  you’ve  gold  enough  to  buy  a  flaw  in  the 
indictment,  and  that  has  saved  even  greater  rogues  than 
thou  art.  [Exit,  l. 

Capt,  C.  Indeed !  there  you  go,  smart  o’  the  wit  and 
thick  o’  the  skull.  I  suppose,  now,  you  think  you’ve 
given  me  a  neat  little  piece  of  work  to  do  ;  and,  when 
I’ve  run  the  risk,  and  pocketed  the  gold,  that  I  shall  lay 
to,  with  a  girl  who  might  be  a  queen  on  board,  and  wait 
the  will  of  your  lordship  ;  but  no— your  lordship’s  gold 
has  only  paid  for  the  taunts  you  gave  me,  and  I  am 
nothing  in  your  debt.  Yo  ho,  my  boys  !  Six  of  you,  fol¬ 
low  me,  the  rest  on  board— and,  if  I  don’t  play  his  land¬ 
lubber  of  a  lordship  a  salt-water  trick,  why  I’ll  be 
d - d,  that’s  all!  chorus. 

“  So,  let  never  a  man  desert  his  can. 

Till  all  our  heads  run  round.”  [Exeunt,  l. 

CENE  IV. — Interior  of  PauVs  Cottage. 

Enter  Prudence  Paul  and  Maud,  l. 

Pru.  And  did  the  mad  lord  dare  to— 

Maud.  I  don’t  know  what  he  might  not  have  dared  do, 
had  not  the  madness  of  another  preserved  me— poor 
Grace  Joyson  came  like  a  sprite  between  us,  and,  while 
she  was  stinging  the  heart  of  her  seducer,  I  dropped 
through  the  little  entrance  to  our  underground  walk,  and 
here  I  am. 

Pru.  And  what  tidings  of  your  brother  Paul  ? 

Maud.  They  wouldn’t  let  me  see  the  countess  ;  and  I 
dare  not  believe  the  sad  report  that  he  is  safe  and  has 
returned- 

Pru.  The  sad  report  that  my  son  lives  and  is  coming 
home. 

Maud.  Ay,  dear  mother,  that  he  comes  victorious  over 
his  own  countrymen— that  he  has  just  destroyed  a  gal¬ 
lant  English  ship,  fired  a  seaport,  and  shot  the  eagle 
from  the  Peak  of  Dalveen  Castle,  as  a  forerunner  of  the 
evil  he  means  to  bring  upon  his  native  village. 
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Prii.  My  boy,  my  Paul,  a  ruffian  ?  thou  wert  right  not 
to  believe  it — it  is  impossible.  Yet  why  is  he  not  here, 
to  protect  US  from  this  lord  ?  Thou  must  wed,  girl,  and 
quickly.  Fatherless,  brotherless,  who,  when  thy  mother 
leaves  thee,  shall  protect  thee  ? 

Maud.  Myself,  with  more  spiritthan  any  of  my  suitors. 

Pru.  Nay,  I  doubt  that,  when  a  single  glance  of  thine 
eye  would  make  thee  a  wife  to  a  chief  as  clever  and 
handsome  as  the  Laird  o’  Lommond. 

Maud.  Oh,  he’s  a  bargain -driver  whose  heart  is  never 
out  of  his  purse,  and  his  soul  in  the  fleeces  of  a  flock  of 
sheep — talks  only  of  the  pedigree  of  his  dogs,  and  dreams 
but  of  the  price  of  lambs  at  Lockerby  Fair. 

Pru.  Then  there’s  the  portioner  of  Clogwhang,  a  sedate 
man,  shrewd  in  the  market  and  brawly  well  to  live. 

Maud.  Who  slumbers  in  his  seat  at  church ;  and  when 
the  psalm  w  as  given  out  last  Sabbath,  cried  in  his  sleep, 
“  Seven  and  saxpence  a  head  for  ’em  aw%  and  deil  a  bet¬ 
ter  penny.”  He  treated  three  of  us  girls,  last  Candle¬ 
mas  Market,  with  a  pennyworth  of  cinnamon — his  right 
eye  jealous  of  his  left ;  and  he’s  such  a  rogue,  he  won’t 
trust  his  left  hand  in  his  right-hand  pocket,  lest  he  should 
pick  it.  Have  you  any  more  ? 

Pru,  Ay  ;  there’s  Ebie  Lightfbot,  rides  like  one  of  the 
sixteen  peers,  has  land  in  Galloway,  and  houses  in 
Dumfries. 

Maud.  I’ve  seen  him  :  he  sits  his  gray  nag  like  a  pair 
of  tongs,  wears  three  waistcoats,  swears  about  his  house- 
rents,  and  gallops  so  often  from  inn  to  tavern,  that  his 
horse  knows  a  tankard  of  ale  on  a  sign  at  a  mile’s  dis¬ 
tance  ;  and  .so  made  up,  his  tailor  vows  that,  when  the 
laird  is  on  his  horse,  it  carries  more  of  broad  cloth  than 
narrow  gentleman.  But  hush !  I  hear  a  footstep — bv 
all  that’s  impudent,  it  is  my  lord. 


Enter  Lord  Dai.veen,  r.  d. 

Pru.  My  lord,  do  you  come  unbidden  to  the  house 
w  lere  ye  first  laid  a  trap  for  poor  Grace  Joyson’s  wits  ? 
where  you  boldly  drew'  your  sword  upon  my  son,  and 
where  you  now  see  a  lassie  ye  but  this  morn  insulted  ? 
aei;  n  I  come  to  make  amends,  good  Prudence  ;  to 
and  bring  you  tidings  of  Paul  Jones. 
Come,  pretty  Maud,  I  respect  you,  and  love  your  bro- 
ther,  wilful  as  he  is-come,  be  seated,  and  be  forgiving. 

[5ir4. 
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Maud,  Rather  do  you  rise  and  begone,  my  lord  :  your 
presence  is  dishonour,  and  defames,  as  your  voice,  heard 
by  a  passer  by,  would  taint  our  name.  You  drove  a 
brother  from  his  home  that  you  rniglit  the  easier  attack 
his  sister’s  peace  ; — you  smile,  my  lord,  but  trust  not  to 
woman’s  weakness  more  than  I  trust  your  perfidy. 
I  have  one  sure  friend,  if  I’ve  no  more. 

[^Putting  her  hand  to  the  folds  of  her  tartan. 

Pru.  Nay,  patience,  Maud:  my  lord  says  he  has  news 
of  Paul. 

Maud.  Do  not  believe  him,  mother. 

LordD.  What  ho!  believe  others  then.  [EnterAirngray.J 
Repeat  what  you  told  me  ere  I  entered  ;  did  you  see 
him  1 

Air.  Him!  ay,  and  twenty  more,  in  his  barge,  skirting 
the  coast.  Paul,  and  a  red-faced  set  of  fellows  ;  they 
so  fierce,  and  he  so  fiery,  that  he  looked  like  a  comet 
with  a  burning  tail. 

Enter  Gii  BERT,  c.  D.  F. 

Gil.  Your  son  is  coming  westw’ard.  Goody  Paul. 

Pru.  Come,  girl,  let’s  meet  him. 

Lord  D.  I’ll  show  you  the  way. 

Maud.  O,  no — come,  mother. 

Enter  Captain  Corbie,  c.  d.  f. 

Cnpt.  C.  Nay,  do  not  trust  that  lord ;  he’ll  lead  you 
wrong  ;  come,  clear  the  house,  my  lord.  [Presents  a  pistol. 

Lord  D.  [Aside  to  Corbie.']  That’s  right — keep  up  ap¬ 
pearance  of  hostility. 

Capt.  C.  What ! 

Lord  D.  [Affectedly.]  This  insolence  ! 

Capt.  C.  No  words  ;  that  way.  I’ll  make  the  road 
clear.  Go,  maiden  !  I’ve  some  good  lads  shall  follow 
at  a  distance,  and  protect  you  ;  and,  hark’ye,  make  fast 
your  doors — there  may  be  plots  and  hidings. 

[i4s  they  are  going,  Airngray  interposes. 

Air.  Parent  and  patron,  I  reverence  one  of  ye,  and 
I  respect  the  other ;  but  I  must  do  as  they  do  in  the 
British  navy — that  is,  I  must  do  my  duty,  and  fairly  tell 
Prudence  and  her  daughter  Maud  not  to  trust  either  of 
you. 

Capt.  C.  How,  sir  :  have  you  not  a  father  ? 

.  Lord  D.  And  a  master  ? 

Air.  Yes,  and  a  sweetheart  and  an  oath.  Ladies 
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trust  neither  party  ;  keep  where  you  are — you’ll  thank 
me  for  the  caution,  and  w'hen  Paul  arrives,  my  lord  and 
you,  father,  will  thank  me  for  saving  you  from  doing 
what  would  call  down  all  his  fury. 

Lord  D.  Save  us  from  Paul !  [Drams.]  Let  him  but 
land,  and  I’ll  teach  him,  as  I  will  thee,  what  it  is  to 
rebel,  and  a  traitor —  [Attacldng  him. 

Capt.  C.  [^Interposing.']  Hold,  my  lord  !  that  boy’s  an 
idle  saucy  fool,  but  he  happens  to  be  my  son,  and  un¬ 
armed  ;  and  the  hand  that’s  raised  against  him  must  lop 
off  mine,  before  the  sword  of  lord  or  lowly  man  shall 
harm  him  ! 

Lord  D.  Saucy,  smuggling  hind,  give  him  thy  sword, 
or  first  defend  thyself.  [DuHng  the  above  the  women  escape. 

Air.  [Taking  a  red-hot  poker  from  the  fire.]  Hold,  my 
lord  !  that  old  gentleman  gets  into  sad  scrapes,  but  he 
happens  to  be  my  father,  and  by  the  black  eagle  which 
has  just  tumbled  from  your  castle  top,  this  little  spark¬ 
ling  tickler  shall  serve  for  fire  and  sword  at  once,  against 
lord  or  lowly  one,  who  dares  to  harm  him. 

Lord  D.  Come,  both,  then  ! 

Capt.  C.  Bah  !  while  we  talk  the  women  have  escaped. 

.4ir.  You  mustn’t  follow,  father,  till  they  have  reached 
the  bay. 

Capt.  C.  [Aside.]  And  there  my  men  await  them. 

Lord  D.  I  care  not ;  I  henceforth  trust  nor  thee  nor 
thine.  And  when  I  go  — 

Air.  Not  yet,  my  lord,  if  you  please. 

[Music — the  three  for  an  instaiit  seem  to  keep  each  other  in 

check,  and  form  a  momentary  tableau — when  guns  and  shouts 

are  heard,  and  bud  cries  of  “  Paul  Jones  has  landed  !” 

Enter  Gilbert,  c.  d.  f. 

Gil.  To  arms,  captain !  My  lord,  think  of  your  cas¬ 
tle  :  Paul  Jones  and  his  dashing  band  are  within  a  mile 
of  us. 

Air.  [Flin^ng  the  poker  down  ;  it  falls  on  a  chest  of  linen.] 
Then  the  devil  take  him  who  would  wage  civil  war  when 
the  enemy’s  at  the  gate.  Father,  I  ask  your  pardon, 
and  for  you,  my  lord — 

Lord  D.  Quit  my  service  !  Quit  my  sight ! 

Air.  As  to  your  lordship’s  sight,  it  will  be  clearer  one 
day;  and  as  to  your  service — 1  am  my  country’s  servant 
novy,  and  will  fight  for  that  and  my  Maggie  while  I  can 
cock  a  pistol,  ppise  a  firelock,  or  wield  a  broadsword. 

[Ejtt,  c.  D.  F. 
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Capt.  C.  Where’s  the  girl,  Gilbert? 

Pretty  near  your  ship  by  this  time  ;  the  mother 
thinks  her  safe  in  a  different  direction,  and  has  gone  up 
to  the  castle. 

Lord  D.  Corbie,  you’ve  played  your  part  well,  and  I 
shall  forgive  your  son, from  respect  to  you :  so,  your  hand. 
I  shall  take  measures  to  resist  this  pirate,  and  will  be 
on  board,  on  a  visit  to  the  haughty  girl,  this  night. 

Capt.  C.  [Aside.]  Not  if  1  know  it.  My  lord,  there’s 
my  hand  :  I  m  sure  your  lordship  means  me  as  well  as 
I  do  you,  and,  though  angry  with  my  son,  you  must  own 
he  8  a  brave  fellow,  and,  if  he  had  but  manhood  enough 
to  turn  smuggler,  he’d  be  an  honour  to  the  nation. 
Come,  Gilbert.  [Exit,  c.  D.  f. 

Lord  D.  [To  Gilbert  ]  Stay — are  the  authorities  arming 
against  Paul  ? 

Gil.  Justice  Macmittimus  has  got  a  crowd  of  awk¬ 
ward  volunteers  about  him  ;  but,  unless  your  lordship  and 
sorne  of  the  military  are  put  in  action,  no  good  will  come 
of  it.  [jExit,  c.  D.  F. — Drums  beat  to  arms  at  intervals. 

Lord  D.  Paul  and  I  have  a  quarrel  of  long  standing, 
and  we  shall  at  length  settle  it.  I’ll  to  the  castle,  collect 
my  retainers,  and,  as  the  inspired  deer-stealer  of  War¬ 
wick  makes  his  hero  say, 

‘‘  When  I  have  chastised 
The  audacious  rebel,  hot-brained” — 

Eh — no — Jones  is  too  unpoetical  a  name  :  therefore,  in 
plain  English,  when  I  have 

“  Turned  the  pirate  to  his  grave — 

I’ll  off  to  sea  and  try  to  win  my  love.”  [Exit,  c.  d.  f. 
Music. — Distant  beating  to  arms~the  chest  on  which  Airn- 
gray  had  unthinkingly  thrown  the  burning  poker  is  now  seen 
to  ignite — the  fire  catches  some  drapery  hanging  on  the  wall — 
the  blaze  increases  gradually,  and  the  scene  closes. 

SCENE  V. — Exterior  of  the  Cottage— During  the  fol¬ 
lowing  scene,  the  windows  by  degrees  become  illuminated 
till  the  whole  cottage  appears  on  fire. 

Drums,  (?fc. — Peasants  nin  on  in  alarm,  L.,  followed  by  Justice 
Macmittimus,  a  Sergeant,  awkward  recruits,  and  volunteers, 
armed  with  fowling-pieces,  pokers,  sickles,  scythes,  8^c.  8^c. 

Jus.  Halt !  that  is,  I  mean  stop  ;  don’t  go  on  stopping 
one  after  another,  but  all  stop  at  once. 

Ser.  Attention  to  his  honour,  Justice  Macmittimus 
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Jus.  Hark  ye,  gentlemen  volunteers— it  is  a  heavy 
responsibility  in  me,  by  order  of  government,  to  be  your 
commanding-officer,  but  I  flew  to  arms  ;  you  run  to 
arms !  you  marched  bravely  till  now  we  are  near  the 
enemy,  and  now  you  as  bravely  halt !  Sergeant,  what 
shall  I  say  next  ? 

Ser.  Forward  ! 

Jus.  Indeed,  sir,  if  you  were  a  little  less  forward,  it 
would  show  more  respect ;  it  is  always  usual  to  make  a 
speech  before  a  battle — all  great  men  do  it ;  by  order  of 
government,  therefore,  as  the  enemy  is  close  at  hand, 
and  no  time  to  be  lost,  I  shall  merely  harangue  you  for 
half  an  hour  on  this  spot,  and  then  leave  you  to  do  your 
duty  in  the  battle. 

Moh.  Leave  us ! 

Jus.  Leave  that  to  me.  By  oixier  of  go^  ernment,  my 
brave  associates,  Patrick  Macmittimus,  of  Macmittimus 
Hall,  esquire,  justice  of  peace,  scourge  of  vagrants,  and 
terror  of  the  country,  now  asks  you,  who  can  avoid 
taking  arms  in  a  cause  like  this?  You  defend  your 
wives  and  bairns,  because  you  must  defend  them  ;  you 
can  do  no  otherwise.  You  protect  your  firesides,  be¬ 
cause  you  must  protect  them  ;  you  can’t  say  no.  And,  if 
I  also  join  in  the  patriotic  strife,  it  will  be  by  order  of 
government,  and  because  I  can’t  help  it. 

Moh.  And  why,  your  worship,  why  ? 

Jus.  Mark  you  me  that  now — why  ?  it  is  a  wise  ques¬ 
tion,  and,  by  order  of  government,  shall  be  answered  by 
a  wiser  ;  not  by  a  why,  a  wherefore,  but  a  who  ?  Who 
was  banished  Scotland  for  having  had  the  presumptuous 
presumption  of  fighting  with  Lord  Dalveen  ? 

Mob.  Paul  Jones  ! 

Jus.  Who  swore  he’d  be  revenged  ;  came  back  ;  has 
beat  two  ships ;  burnt  a  harbour,  and  landed  here  to 
raze  Dalveen  Castle  to  the  ground? 

Moh.  Paul  Jones  ! 

[Something  explodes  in  the  cottage,  and  jiames  appear. 

Jus.  Eh !  who  has  set  that  cottage  on  fire  ? 

Mob.  Paul  Jones  ! 

Jus.  The  monster !  his  own  mother’s  house  !  and  who 
knows  who  he  may  have  burnt  within. 

Mob.  Let’s  in  and  see. 

Jtis.  Not  I,  my  friends ;  I  now  see  this  Paul  is  a  very 
dangerous  person  and  by  order  of  government,  I  sha’nt 
bum  my  fingers. 
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Enter  an  Officer ^  L. 

Offi.  Mr.  Macmittirnus,  for  shame  ;  Lord  Dalveen  and 
iis  party  are  down  upon  the  enemy— lead  on  your  fol¬ 
lowers.  March ! 

Jus.  I  always  lead  my  followers  in  the  rear,  to  see 
that  nobody  runs  away,  by  order  of  government,  [  Aside  J 
but  myself. 

Offi.  Contemptible  animal ! 

Jus.  That’s  against  the  statute. 

Offi.  Sergeant,  put  them  in  file,  and  follow  me,  friends, 
—  tis  for  your  country.  March.  [Mu sic. —Exeunt,  r. 

END  OF  ACT  I. 


A.CT  II 

SCENE  I. — The  same  as  in  Act  I.  Scene  /. — A  Boat 

moored,  r. 

Enter  Lieutenant  Lucas,  Amos,  and  Sailors,  r. 

Amos.  [Looking  out.']  O  yes,  the  coast’s  all  clear,  Lieu¬ 
tenant  Lucas,  and  our  captain,  Paul  Jones,  who- is  quite 
alone,  may  have  gone  too  far  up  the  country,  I  calculate. 

Luc.  I  care  not;  the  time  w'e  were  to  have  waited  for 
him  is  expired— I  owe  him  little  obedience,  I  am  a  true 
American.  My  countrymen  have  thought  fit  to  place 
me  under  his  command,  to  be  sure — they  know  best  • 
but  Paul’s  no  American,  has  disclaimed  his  own  coun’ 
try,  and  ought  not  to  be  put  over  the  free  citizens  of 
another. 

Amos.  Well,  well,  when  Paul  Jones  goes  to  his  name¬ 
sake,  Davy,  the  devil  will  say  he  never  swallowed  a 
more  pretty  considerably  d - d  good  sort  of  a  seaman. 

Luc.  Psha  !  if  you  talk  of  a  good  seaman,  it’s  not  such 
a  one  as  Paul :  Paul’s  proud,— a  seaman  should  be  mild 
as  he  is  valiant ;  Paul  submits  to  no  control, — a  seaman 
should  know  how  to  obey  as  well  as  to  command  ;  Paul 
has  no  country,  no  love, — a  seaman  should  always  have 
two  glorious  stimulants  to  his  duty— the  praises  of  his 
native  land  and  the  approbation  of  the  maid,  who,  though 
far  distant,  w^atches  the  moon  with  him  when  he’s  in  the 
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maintops,  and  prays,  as  heartily  as  he  fights,  for  victory 
and  safe  return. 

SONG. — Lucas. 

Ob,  I  came  from  the  land  of  the  free, 

’Tis  bounded  alone  by  the  wave. 

Where  thought’s  uncontroll’d  as  the  sea. 

And  we  know  not  the  name  of  a  slave. 

For  that  country  our  flag  we  display  ; 

For  the  maid  we  adore  boldly  fight; 

Brave  the  toils  of  the  ocean  by  day. 

And  fill  round  to  this  toast  ev’ry  night: — 

Here’s  to  the  tar  who  invincible  proves, 

Here’s  the  vessel  he  sails  in,  the  girl  whom  he  loves  ; 

May  his  ship  come  to  port,  may  his  love  still  be  true. 

And  his  boys  tike  himself  ever  stick  to  true  blue  I 

But  for  him  who,  to  manhood  a  stain. 

Would  the  country  that  rear’d  him  betray ! 

Turn  traitor  for  title  or  gain. 

What  disgrace  can  his  treason  repay  ? 

Among  us  may  no  miscreant  be  found  ; 

But,  white  sharing  the  toils  of  the  sea, 

May  we  cheerily  drink  this  toast  round. 

To  the  lads  of  the  land  of  the  free  ! 

Here’s  to  the  tar,  &c. 

Ay,  ay,  my  boys,  if  Paul — 

Amos.  Hush,  he’s  here. 

Enter  Paul,  r.  u.  e. 

Paul.  You  have  been  anxious  for  my  return,  friends. 

Luc.,  And  for  ourselves,  too  :  captain,  why  stand  we 
here  when  the  spoil  is  before  us  ?  Yon  castle  is  deserted, 
and,  by  a  false  alarm,  the  few  would-be  military  are  on 
the  other  side  the  point ;  these  lads  have  sworn  to  take 
care  of  the  plate  of  Dalveen  Castle. 

Paul,  Lieutenant  Lucas  is  sometimes  the  first  to  urge 
desperate  undertakings,  and  the  last  to  execute. 

Luc.  Have  we  sailed  into  this  pickling-tub  of  a  bay 
at  the  risk  of  being  sunk,  stranded,  or  taken  ;  and  must 
we  walk  over  pearls  and  gold  and  not  pick  some  of 
them  up  ? 

Paul.  [Lot/s  his  hand  on  his  cutlass,  but  checks  himself — 
iums  his  back  on  Lucas  and  addresses  the  others.^  Messmates, 
you  are  all  brave  men — I  have  tried  your  courage  in 
many  a  fight — you  have  yet  one  conquest  to  achieve — 
you  have  to  rein  in  your  natures,  and  show  the  world 
that  when  your  enemy  is  defenceless  you  can  spare  him. 

Luc.  Captain  Paul  Jones,  ask  town,  and  tower,  and 
harbour,  whether  England  spared  America,  my  own 
native  coast. 
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Paul.  This  is  not  England,  this  is  my  own  native 
coast ;  in  that  castle  there  remains  at  present  but  a 
lady,  the  very  loneliness  of  whose  situation  should  de¬ 
fend  her :  ’tis  on  England  alone  1  would  let  loose  your 
gallant  spirits.  Sailors,  return  with  me,  and  a  thousand 
pieces  of  gold  and  my  admiration  of  your  conduct  shall 
be  your  reward. 

Luc.  You  are  our  captain  by  sea,  sir,  not  on  land. 

All.  Ay,  ay. 

Patd.  Well,  if  you  pay  the  forfeit  of  your  rashness, 
blame  yourselves,  Amos !  I  depend  on  you  to  check 
ail  insubordination  ;  remember,  it  is  hostages  ye  seek. 
Should  insult  or  violence  be  offered,  the  guilty  will  see 
me  at  his  side  wdien  least  expected ;  and,  if  he  sees  me, 
he  shall  feel  me,  too.  It  is  not  here,  but  on  the  English 
side  of  the  Solway,  you  must  look  for  spoil ;  there  you’ll 
iind  towns  of  note.  We’ll  sail  on  them  in  silence,  cast 
down  their  forts,  seize  their  ships,  and  visit  their  dock¬ 
yards  with  fire  !  cripple  their  navy,  dismay  their  people, 
and  deserve  well  of  our  friends  in  America!  Take  the 
boat  round  to  yonder  point,  secure  it  there,  and  stir  not 
till  I  meet  you  ;  then  w'e’li  to  the  castle — away  I  [Exeunt 
ail  hut  Paul,  u.  u.  E.]  That  headstrong  blusterer  should 
have  paid  for  his  insolence  with  his  life,  but  it  is  on 
board  his  punishment  awaits  him.  Well,  this  is  ray 
native  coast :  I  couldn’t  moor  my  vessel  on  its  shores 
without  feelings  of  mingled  joy  and  sorrow.  Absence 
and  the  effect  of  climate,  together  with  this  cloak,  will 
shroud  the  simple  Paul  from  being  known,  while  he 
listens  to  what  rumour  says  of  him  at  his  birthplace; 
and  whether  the  vengeance  he  has  taken  for  past  inju¬ 
ries  has  made  his  name  feared  and  respected. 

Enter  Two  Fishermen,  L.  s.  E. 

First  F.  Well,  we  have  taken  four  clean  fish  and  a 
prickled  skate, — a  noble  haul,  Jamie  lad  :  may  be,  his 
honour  there  v/ill  be  a  kindly  customer. 

Second  F.  [Looking  at  Pau/.]  Him, — he’ll  ne’er  do  a 
kind  turn,  for  he’s  as  like  Jock  Paul,  our  kintree’s 
curse,  as  a  fluke  is  like  a  flounder. 

First  F.  I  wonder  on  what  distant  tree  the  traitor’s 
hanging, — no’  that  I  care  a  salmon-scale  about  him — sae 
roineavva,  mon,  and  lose  no  time  to  talk  o’  sic  a  scunrel. 

[Exeunt  Fishermen,  R. 
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Enter  Pedlar,  singings  l. 


Ped.  {To  Paul.']  Buy  a  ballad,  your  honour,  the  bat¬ 
tle  o’  Bunker’s  Hill,  or  a  song  made  by  the  schoolmaster, 
O’MinnigafF,  about  the  pirate,  Paul  Jones ;  [Chants.] 
here’s  all  his  traitorous  and  evil  deeds,  his  doubtful 
parentage  and  edication,  and  how  he  burnt  our  houses 
and  our  towns ;  set  fire  to  his  mother’s  cottage  ;  carried 
off  seventeen  sisters  with  his  own  hand  ;  and — 

Patti.  Silence  !  thou  brawling  liar ;  sell  me  thy  trash. 
Away  !  [Pedlar  runs  off,  R.]  and  thus  let  calumny  perish 
for  ever,  [Music. — He  throws  the  ballads  down,  snaps  his 
pistol  over  them — they  ignite,  and,  when  burnt,  he  treads  out 
the  as/ies.]  Yes  !  thus  shall  Paul  tread  out  his  enemies. 


Enter  Grace  Joyson  and  a  Child,  l. 

Grace.  Hear  me,  my  wee  bit  brother — I’m  nae  in  a 
mad  mood  now.  Ye  maun  love  yer  kirk,  yer  parents 
and  yer  kintree ;  fight  for  them,  dee  for  them,  like  bra’ 
Wully  Wallace,  and  never  turn  traitor,  like  Monteith 
of  old,  and  the  monster  Paul,  ye  ken. 

Child.  Only  make  me  a  man,  and,  if  I  had  father’s 
sword,  I’d  kill  the  twa  o’  them. 

Grace.  Thou  wilt  not  need  ;  their  country’s  curse  is 
on  them.  [Exeunt  Grace  and  Child,  R. 

Enter  Geordy  Gavel,  leadmg  an  Ass,  L. 

Geo.  [Speaking  to  the  beast.]  Come  awa,  Paul ;  come 
awa  home,  my  bonnie  man,  and  ye  shall  hue  yer  win¬ 
nowed  corn—winna  thee  come  ?  confound  thee  '  ’twere 
weel  I  cawd  thee  Paul.  Paul  Jones  is  just  sic  a  knave 
as  thee  ;  only  a  wee  bit  worse;  for  thou  no  but  takest 
other  folka  corn,  and  the  rebel  Paul  robs  feyther,  mother, 
km,  and  kintree,  all  alike — away  wi’  thee. 

Paul.  [Hiding  his  face  partly  with  his  cloak’.]  Has  Paul 
ro^ed  thee,  too,  that  thou  art  so  bitter  ? 

Geo.  Robbed  me!  the  vile  black  sheep!  ay,  by  mv 

iMli’i  accursed  ship  slew  my  ain  son 

the  how  a  the  sea,  and  left  me  childless,  to  seek  my 
bread  through  a  cau’d  and  scornfu’  world.  ^ 

Paul.  [Agitated.]  Here  !  here  1  take— take— comfort. 
n  r  .  [Gives  money  and  retires  un. 

Whacanhebe!  Fair 
fa  his  hand,  for  it  s  a  frank  one.  Five  gould  pieces  !  nae 
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less ;  the  man  has  a  seafaring  look,  and  I’ll  warrant  the 
gould  s  nae  honestly  come  by,  or  he  wadna  ha’  given  it 
aae  (ianly,  ^  [Exit,  with  the  A&s,  r. 

Tc  Well  said,  gratitude !  Are  all  of  one  opinion  ? 

r  j  come  curses  in  a  fairer  form — 

J,<ady  Euphemia ! 


En/er  Lady  Euphemia,  r. 

Lady  E.  Paul !  Alas !  I’m  truly  grieved  to  see  you 
here.  I  cannot  blot  from  memory  the  scenes  of  our  early 
days  y  yet,  in  the  same  moment  I  own  you  have  done 
your  deeds  of  baseness  bravely,  I  command  you  leave 
nie.  Go  from  this  land.  Your  foot  is  no  more  worthy 
of  touching  Scottish  ground.  [GoiW. 

Paul.  Hear  me,  lady ;  hear  me,  for  the  last  time- 
tins  hand — 

Lady  E.  That  hand  is  wet  with  the  blood  of  thy 
countrymen,  it  cannot  be  touched  by  me:  the  battle 
which  but  lately  shook  our  bay  has  stained  thee  past  all 
help. 

Paul.  Can  I  achieve  nothing,  then,  that  shall  redeem 
my  fame  and  leave  a  name  behind  me  ? 

Lady  E.  O,  yes— you  may  spill  much  blood,  sink  many 
a  ship,  burn  many  a  town,  for  fame  :  but  what  fame  ? 
not  that  of  honest  daring;  to  gain  that,  you  must 
throw  far  away  your  foreign  sword,  tear  down  the 
colours  of  our  enemies,  and  raise  your  country’s  banner 
in  their  room.  Do  this,  and  your  late  follies  ma}'^  be  yet 
atoned  for. 

Paul.  What,  change  sides  again :  turn  double  rene¬ 
gade  !  No— ray  country  wronged  me ;  he  who  strikes 
first  is  the  aggressor,  and  I  was  stricken  without  cause. 
.  Ertdy  E.  I  grant  it,  Paul;  but  there  was  once  a  pe¬ 
riod  when  you  said  you  loved  me. 

Paul.  And  did  I  not — even  when  you  joined  to  send 
me  hence  ?  Have  I  not  since?  Do  I  not  yet,  Euphemia? 

Lady  E.  What  proofs  ? 

Paul.  Proofs,  deep,  unseen,  unheard — constant  re¬ 
membrance  ;  in  the  battle’s  heat,  or  sailing  on  the  soli¬ 
tary  deep,  your  image  has  been  here.  Women  boast  their 
truth,  but  little  know  what,  when  the  tougher  heart  of 
man  is  wounded,  that  heart  can  suffer.  Have  you  forgot 
when  once  you  deigned  to  accept  from  me  a  simple 
flower,  you  placed  it  in  your  bosom — that  same  night, 
when  my  resentment  against  proud  Dalveen  awoke  your 
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anger,  you  cast  it  careless  from  you  ;  spite  of  your  scorn, 
enshrined  in  this  rich  jewel,  [Showing  a  lockit.']  close  to 
the  heart  you  slighted,  it  remains ;  and,  when  your 
country’s  cannon,  or  its  sword,  shall  sever  all  remem¬ 
brance,  impulse  will  press  it  here,  even  in  dying. 

Lady  E.  Paul,  it  will  sooth  thy  feelings—  I  believe 
thee  ;  and  there  was  one  for  whom  I  would  have  left 
friends,  country,  all ;  but  that  was  an  honourable  man. 
When  he  became  a  traitor,  I,  like  thee,  could  nurse  my 
fond  regret  in  painful  silence  ;  but  no  true  daughter  of 
Scottish  blood  dare  plight  her  faith  to  him  who  has  broke 
every  tie,  and  stabbed  the  land  which  bore  him  !  Fare¬ 
well,  Paul.  [Exit,  L, 

Paul.  They’ll  drive  me  wild  again,  till,  like  the  scor¬ 
pion,  I  turn  my  rage  upon  myself.  And  can  my  mother 
join  this  theme  of  general  execrations  :  if  not.  I’ll  take 
her  with  me.  Pride  and  burning  fury  shall  steel  me 
against  all  else,  and  then,  Scotland  and  false  love,  fare¬ 
well  for  ever  !  See,  my  mother  anticipates  my  wishes, 
and  is  here. 


Enter  Prudence  Paul,  r. 

P/  M.  By  this  time  Maud  must  have  reached  the  castle. 
Ah,  weary  and  weary  were  my  dreams  last  night;  the 
spirit  of  my  honour’s  murderer — yes,  old  Dalveen  was 
hourly  present,  and  twice  and  thrice  I  saw  my  son  ; 
again  I  slept,  and— mercy  be  our  guide  !  if  yet  1  wake 
and  live,  'tis.Paul,  my  son  ! 

Paul:  Nay,  then,  there  is  one,  one  welcome  for  me. 

Pru.  And  why  not  ? 

Paul.  Nay,  you  have  heard  reports. 

Pru,  And  put  them  by — laughed  at  them !  my  son  a 
traitor — fight  against  his  home  ! 

Paul.  [Mmimfully.]  A  home  which  cast  me  forth. 

Pru.  Ah !  did  they  tell  me  true,  then  ?  The  pistol’s 
in  your  belt ;  the  broad  by  your  side — and  what’s  this 
nvery  ?  ’tis  not  the  garb  of  soldier  or  seaman  o’yer 
native  land.  What  man’s  command  do  you  bear,  to  smite 
and  slay  and  set  your  foot  against  your  father’s  grave  ? 

Paul.  Mother,  be  calm  and  hear  me.  My  country 
les  in  a  far  distant  land  ;  for  this,  polluted  by  oppres¬ 
sion,  can  be  mine  no  longer.  I’ve  come,  through  peril 
and  through  blood,  to  see  you  ;  to  speak  to  you,  and 
carry  you  to  the  land  of  my  future  choice.  Come,  quit 
jour  cottage;  you  shall  have  a  palace!  see  your  son 
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honoured  by  the  wise  and  great;  converse  with  nobles, 
and  consort  with  kings. 

Pru.  At  what  price,  Paul  ?  “  Through  peril  and 
through  blood !”  Oh,  then,  have  ye  become  a  traitor  in 
deed,  as  well  as  in  speech. 

Paul.  True  to  the  land  that  has  adopted  me,  I  am  no 
traitor,  and  but  an  open  enemy  to  this  earth,  which  dis¬ 
claimed  me ;  and  to  chase  nie  from  which,  a  second 
time,  Dalveen  and  his  slavish  bloodhounds  are  in  full 
cry.  Come — come,  then. 

Pru,  Never  !  Adopted  country  •  Shame  !  I  nursed 
you  in  want  and  woe  ;  here  is  your  native  land,  and  this 
is  my  reAvard.  Go,  make  thy  name  be  heard  from  pole 
to  pole  ;  let  mothers  still  their  babes  with  it;  let 
strangers  heap  their  honours  on  thee,  as  the  reward  of 
treason.  Thy  very  name,  too,  changed — Paul  Jones  ! 
My  honest  son  was  brave  John  Paul,  and  his  mother 
now  must  say  Paul  Jones  is  but  a  villain  and  a  traitor  ; 
no  other  name  shall  he  receive  from  me,  [Exit,  r. 

Paul.  Hear  this,  and  profit,  all  who  desert  their 
country.  Who  else  am  I  to  meet  ?  1  had  a  sister,  a 

mother,  and  a  love  ;  a  friend,  too — all  are  gone.  Away, 
reflection,  and  up,  daring  courage — no,  not  all — here 
comes  one  who  may  stick  by  me  yet,  Robin  o’the  Mull  ; 
he  came  on  board  a  straight-haired  saint,  and  has  be¬ 
come  a  hair-brained  seaman,  but,  what  between  his  half- 
forgotten  cant  and  his  half-acquired  sea-terms,  ’tis 
difficult  to  make  him  out. 


Enter  Robin  o’the  Mull,  r.  u.  e.,  dresedas  half  Methodist^ 

half  Pirate. 

How  now,  Robin?  this  is  mutiny.  I  ordered  you  to  stay 
on  board. 

Rob.  The  best  of  us  are  backsliders,  and  you  know, 
Captain  Paul,  I’m  the  lad  for  always  going  straight  for¬ 
ward — so,  smite  my  taffrel  if  I  didn’t  come  off — yea,  even 
of  my  own  determination;  I,  Robin  o’the  Mull,  born  in 
the  year  of  grace  seventeen  hundred  and  fifty  ;  sailor, 
man  and  boy,  eighteen  years,  following  my  friend  Paul 
like  his  shadow,  snapping  my  pistol  when  he  snaps  his, 
boarding  when  he  boards —  ■ 

Paul.  And  disobeying  all  his  orders. 

Rob.  For  his  profit ;  and,  though  he  scorns  my  coun¬ 
sel,  he’s  a  right  gude  fellow,  and  I  will  stick  close  unto 
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him  from  the  top-gallant  mast  to  the  bottom  of  the  hold 
— yea,  even  as  thou  goest  down  into  the  cock -pit. 

Paul.  Where  hast  thou  been,  now  ? 

Rob.  When  thy  lieutenant  departed  into  his  boat,  I 
girded  up  my  loins,  and  jumped  from  the  main-chains 
till  I  wobbled  in  the  wave  ;  d — n  me,  if  I  didn’t  swim, 
even  as  the  gosling  or  the  little  duck  do  swim  to  meet 
its  gander  or  its  drake. 

Paul.  But  to  what  end  ? 

Rob.  To  the  end  of  the  bay,  with  my  jacket  lashed  to 
my  head,  and  Simon  Frazer  twixt  my  teeth. 
cut/ass.J  At  sea,  I  was  thy  blownation  bonny  boatswain, 
and  on  shore  I  have  become  thy  scout.  I  have  seen,  I 
have  heard,  and  I  will  speak. 

Paul.  And  plainly,  friend  Robin ;  for  what  between 
thy  piety  and  profaneness,  thou  art,  as  one  may  say — 

Rob.  An  antiphiberous  animal ;  and  as  tight  a  hand 
at  a  can,  a  cable,  a  cutlass,  or  any  other  lass — yea,  evea 
as  that  gifted  speaker,  Fairly  M‘Flummery — 

Paul.  Come,  then,  tell  what  thou  hast  seen  and  heard, 
quickly,  or  I  shall  send  thee  back  in  double  irons. 

Rob.  Do  so.  When  thou  hast  pulled  up  that  rogue, 
Lucas,  who  is  brewing  mutiny ;  when  thou  hast  delivered 
thyself  from  the  snares  of  Justice  Macmittimus,  who  is 
about  to  reprehend  thee  ;  and  when  you’ve  no  more  use 
for  Robin,  who’ll  shed  his  last  blood  in  your  defence,  and 
stick  to  you,  ay,  dam’me !  like  wax — wax,  my  boy, 
w'hich  adhereth  to  the  fingers  even  of  the  cordwainer  ! 

Paul.  Then  go  to  the  boat’s  crew,  await  my  signal, 
and  support  Amos  against  any  treachery  of  Lucas. 

Rob.  I  found  this  Caledonian  cover  on  the  beach  for 
the  outward  man — so  do  thou  put  it  on  as  a  disguisement, 
and  lend  me  that  infernal  flashy-dashy  boat-cloak.  If 
they  take  me  for  thee,  for  whom  there  is  a  reward  of¬ 
fered,  I’ll  trip  ’em  such  a  chase,  while  thou  mayst  speak 
the  dialect  of  a  Scottish  shepherd,  and  by  a  pious  fraud 
escape — yea,  even  from  the  sons  of  Belial ! 

Paul.  No,  no ;  I’ll  take  your  cloak,  and  leave  mine 
here;  you’re  well  disguised  already,  and  look  too  much 
like  one  of  their  own  conventicle-men,  to  be  taken  for  a 
pirate.  Hark  !  lose  no  time — away. 

^  slowly.]  Be  strong,  Paul,  for  the 

11  istines  are  at  hand — so,  cut  and  run,  my  boy.  [Frit,  r. 
au  .  [Assamhi^  the  Scottish  dialect,  putting  on  a  decrepit 
appearance,  and  drawing  the  cloak  close  round  hm.']  They’ll 
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no  tak  me  for  Paul.  I  remember  my  native  speech  too 
well  not  to  pass  for  a  gude  subject  and  an  Antigallican. 

llietires. 

Enter  AirngraY,  L. 

Air.  The  place  is  in  such  a  bustle,  that — v/hat  have  we 
here  ?  a  cloak,  a  hat,  and  feather.  Oh,  I’ll  do  as  they 
do  in  Duke’s  Place,  when  any  left-off  clothes  are  to  be 
picked  up,  apply  them  to  the  best  advantage— and  they 
can’t  be  seen  to  greater  than  Y*^hen  worn  by  a  handsome 
young  fellow,  like  me.  [Puts  them  on,']  Egad  !  I  think  I 
act  no  small  figure  here  ;  they’ll  take  me  for  an  officer  of 
distinction.  [Exit,  R. — Shouts  without  “  JVo  Jones,  no  Paul !” 

Enter  Justice  Macmittimus  and  Moh,  l. 

Jus.  [With  a  paper— reads.]  By  order  of  government — 
five  hundred  pounds'  reward  for  the  capture  of  Paul  Jones  : 
had  on,  when  he  went  away — ” 

Ser.  What  had  he  on  now  he’s  come  hack  ? 

Jus.  A  long  blue  cloak,  a  Kevenhullar  hat  and  fea¬ 
thers,  and  full  eyes — a  square  face,  and  a  very  remark¬ 
able  nose — a  beard  rather  inclining  to  the  colour  ofnew 
carrots,  and  cut  in  a  particular  manner,  by  order  of  the 
government. 

Paul.  [Comingforward.]  I’m  just  thinking  that,  by  v\  hat 
your  worship  has  signified  from  the  wee  bit  paper  i’  yer 
loof,  that  yer  aboot  seeking  some  unlawful  bodie,  who 
has  been  harrying  the  kintra,  and  a’  am  no  w'eel  satisfied, 
nor  wadna  wonner,  but  that  the  neer-do-good  ye  luk  for 
is  nae  ither  than  one  Paul  Jones. 

Jus.  There’s  a  clever  fellow,  to  find  out  all  that  after 
my  exposition  ;  and  I  tell  you,  by  order  of  government, 
you’re  a  jackanapes,  and  know,  sir,  that  I  am — 

Paul.  A  braw  big  blockhead. 

Jus.  By  order  of  government — 

Paul.  Yer  pardon.  Mister  Justice ;  I  mean’t  ye  veer 
wrang  to  talk  here  and  let  the  fellow  escape— for  ye  see 
there  he  gangs  up  the  hill-side;  ye’l)  do  well  just  to  put 
a  gude  leg  foremost,  and  be  up  sides  wi’  him.  I  ha’  nae 
enterest  in  the  thing,  axcapt  the  five  hundred  pound  ye 
offer,  and  which  ye  may  ass  weel  pay  me  dowm  on  siglit 
o’  the  man  I  show  ye. 

Jus.  Pay  down  the  devil !  Follow  me,  by  order  of 
government,  and,  if  he’s  the  right  man,  then  see  what 
we’ll  do.  March,  gentlemen  of  the  new  levies,  by  order 
of  government.  [Exetmt,  r. — a  drum  heard,  l. 
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Paul  So  ho !  here  comes  a  leader  I  may  not  pass  so 
easily.--The  other  side  of  this  plaid  will  suit  my  purpose 
better.*  [Turns  the  plaid  cloak  the  blue  side  outward. 

Enter  Sergeant  and  Meuy  R. 


Ser.  Hollo,  comrade ! 

Paul.  Du  tout,  monsieur.  Je  ne  suis  pas  ta  comrade. 

Ser.  Ta  comraad— this  is  a  Welshman.  The  fellow 
canT  speak  plain  English,  and  there’s  no  making  these 
foreigners  understand  without  hollooing.  I  say,  com- 

[Loud  in  his  ear. 

Paul.  Je  ne  suis  pas  sourd. 

Ser.  Sword  !  who  said  anything  about  a  sword  ? 
Have  you  seen  any  one  go  by  here  ? 

Paul.  Doucement,  doucement !  buy.  Ah,  je  compre¬ 
hend  one  yes.  I  have  see  vielle  femme,  old  lady  woman, 
go  buy  de  bif  stek  for  his  dinner,  n’est  pas  ! 

Ser.  That’s  not  what  I  mean.  Have  you  seen  any  of 
PaulJones’s  crew? 

Paul.  Polly  Jones’s  screw  ?  Aha  !  vat  is  dat  screw  ? 
Et  mais,  qui  est  cela  dat  Polly  Ma’amzelle  Jones,  wis 
his  screw  1 

Ser.  He’s  making  fools  of  us. 

Paul.  Non,  non,  d’honneur — I  no  make  fool  of  us.  It 
is  vous  meme  seulement,  it  is  yourself  alone  vis  whom  I 
have  de  plaisir  to  make  some  entretienne. 

Ser.  And  who  the  devil  are  you  ? 

Paul.  De  devil  I  am  ?  Moi  je  suis  vieux  officir  de 
cavalrie— I  am  very  old  dragon  myself. 

Ser.  An  old  dragon  ! 

Paul.  Oui,  depuis  quarante  cinque  ans  quatre  mois, 
et  sept  jours  que  je  vais  au  service. 

Ser.  Then,  my  old  dragon,  though  you  talk  like  a 
magpie,  we  are  at  war  with  your  country,  and  must  take 
you  into  custody. 

Paul.  Ah  !  into  custodie  ?  I  have  not  see  dat  place— 
n’est  pas  ma  route,  Je  viens — I  come,  from  Edinboro  •,  I 
go  in  de  city  of  Gaberdine  ensuit  de  port — no  port,  if  you 
please,  mais  Port  Patricks  ensuite  a  de  Dona,  Dona, 
Dona — ah,  je  suis,  Donaghadee — you  have  seen  him? 

Ser.  Him  !  who  ? 

Paul.  Paris,  k  liondre,  Dartford,  Roshestre,  and  see 
Tom  bom. 

See  Tom  bom  : 

Paul.  Oui,  see  Tom  bomme — a  Douver  par  Canterbury. 
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Canterbury  over  me;  we've  heard 
enough  to  demand  your  passport.  ’ 

Lo’lt  offiZ  ^  *?!  P^sPort.  en  voila  deuti.  Si  yon 

passlorfto  T.“  "ill  be  your  one  two 

Davv  .enin  ^*1!  Sootelhomme  your  sailor  call  Monsieur 
iJavy  senior,  old  Davy  de  devil. 

D  %  ®  •  seize  him ! 

P aul.  Engarde ! 

Spr  f?  pre.sents  a  pistol  at  the  same  time. 

f>f-  LAside.}  Why,  this  fellow’s  as  great  a  devil  as 

surld^rinr^if;  uileL  to  fight!! 

viplr?  ■!  ’  ^  ^  J  dragonship  loose,  if  you 

Pail  r^JnSd  sneaking  cover 

.hem!!f„t ''r ‘Jver  XI rhideTia'^r  SeTr^r  ' 

skulked  f 1^“"1  biniself,  who  nem 
Skulked  from  Stouter  men  than  you  are.  ' 

®  parley-vous  in  that— you  said  vmi 

dred  ponX”’  for  five  hi- 

1''"“  <*  “-fetfe— Robin 

Part  rl-C^Tl.M'r  *■■’  “"d 

enirrf  wiA  Mao"  I  ’  Sn»®ferr, 

-a  ■/£•  - 

.s:K"=r;:“-»5's.s; 

Re-enter  Paul,  r. 

hafdtr^X^'an-sr  ’  -o'y  '  Un- 

Capt.  C.  Take  her  on  board,  I  say. 

jicz.rjszfsjSciiifcSiss 
ss  ?  £*£:ar  r-'-  »'  “ 

Cap^.  C.  And  I  know  thee,  Paul 
world  ‘‘““I  ‘bee  through  the 

Cnpf.  C.  ’Twill  be  a  gallant  chase.  Look  at  your 
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vessel— by  this  time,  she’s  on  board— not  as  my  prize, 
but  mistress  of  thy  friend,  young  Lord  Dalveen. 

Paul.  Liar  !  lAttacks  Mm  again,  and,  after  an  obstinate 
conflict,  disarmsMm.^  Now,  on  thy  life — 

Capt.  C.  My  life’s  not  in  thy  power.  [Pltmges  from  the 
cliff,  and  is  seen  simmming  toward  the  vessel.^  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 
I’ll  meet  thee  on  thy  own  deck  !  farewell.  IDisappears. 

Paul.  The  villain Lord  Dalveen  the  greater  villain  ! 
and,  by  the  power  of  vengeance,  here  he  comes. 

[^Snatches  up  his  cloak,  and  holds  it  before  him 

Enter  Lord  Dalveen,  r. 

Lord  D.  The  day  grows  hot.  What  fugitive  is  here? 

Paul.  [^Dropping  the  c/oafc.]  Paul  1  come  to  make  it  hot¬ 
ter.  You  have  all  stamped  me  with  the  name  of  traitor 
— while  lordly  villains,  valiant  ravishers,  for  want  of 
courage,  use  hired  ruffians  at  second  hand.  Paul  does 
his  ow  n  work.  Come,  we’ve  met,  never  to  part  alive. 

LordD.  Well,  then,  great  champion  !  should  my  good 
sword  fail,  fold  me  in  my  plaid  and  give  me  to  the  Sol¬ 
way  ;  if  otherwise,  what  shall  I  do  for  thee,  my  noble 
Hector  1 

Paul.  Leave  me  with  my  back  to  the  ground,  and  my 
face  to  that  sky  thy  guilty  eyes  will  shrink  from.  Come  ! 

[Theyfght  a  short  but  desperate  round,  and,  closing  with  the 
left  hands,  each  has  the  other's  sword  at  his  breast,  when  a 
form  like  the  picture  of  old  Lord  Dalveen  appears  on  the 
cliff,  and  a  sepulchral  voice  exclaims,  “  Forbear  !” — 
they  eye  each  other  featfully,  gradually  release  their  mutual 
hold,  and,  raising  their  doubtful  eyes  to  the  spot, where  the 
apparition  stood,  Grace  Joyson  is  seen,  with  mysterious  look 
and  uplifted  finger,  occupying  its  place — a  parise,  till  she 
speaks. 

Grace.  Hark  !  heard  ye  not  a  voice  ? 

Paul.  And  saw  ye  not — but  what  art  thou?  more  of  a 
spirit  than  a  thing  of  flesh  and  blood. 

Grace.  IComingforward.l  W  ha  talks  o’ spirits  ?  I’mnae 
spirit,  and  I  wish  I  w'ere — they’ve  a  bonnie  time  on’t, 
skipping  under  the  merry  blink  o’  the  moon,  and  un¬ 
acquaint  wi’  cold  or  hunger.  I  sat  to- night  a  top  o’  the 
Raven  Craig,  and  the  raven  sat  beside  me,  and  it  said, 
“  Why  are  ye  here  in  unrepented  sin?”  But  the  raven 
was  a  liar,  for  I  have  repented,  many  o’  time  and  oft, 
of  listening  to  Hob  Wilkie  o’  Whitehaven,  for  he’s  nae 
a  laird. 
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Lord  D.  Come,  Grace,  thy  trifling  is  at  all  times  pain¬ 
ful,  but  now  ’tis  troublesome :  we  have  business  of  im^ 
port,  and  cannot  listen  to  it.  {Goes  up. 

Grace.  But  ye  made  me  listen,  to  my  shame  and  misery  1 

Paul.  Poor  maiden  !  is  he  the  cause  of  thy  aflliction  ? 

Grace.  Call  me  not  maiden  !  Yes,  ye  may  well  say  he 
— no,  not  Hob  Wilkie  there,  but  Lord  Dalveen — or  may 
be  ’twas  a  fiend,  for  ye  canna  get  a  word  o’  truth  out  of 
him  ;  he  said  he  wed  me,  but  the  priest  had  never  been 
ordained  ;  he  said  he  loved  me,  but  I  loved  him  better  : 
and  was  it  nae  hard,  very  hard,  to  bow  down  a  poor, 
affectionate,  unthinking  lass,  whose  vara  weakness 
should  lia’  protected  her — and  sink  her  in  an  untimely 
grave,  only  because  she  could  have  died  for  him. 

Lord  D.  [To  PouZ.]  When  you  have  done  listening  to 
that  silly  girl— 

Paul.  Who  made  her  so?  But,  silly  as  she  is,  that 
sillyness  is  sacred,  and  by  its  presence  protects  the  mur¬ 
derer  of  her  honour,  and,  haply,  of  ray  sister’s.  Go, 
poor  girl :  ’twixt  that  bad  man  and  me  must  be  now  de¬ 
cided,  which  first  shall  pay  the  penalty  of— 

{Lord  Dalveen  puts  himself  on  his  guard. 

Grace.  Stay,  stay  !  did  ye  not  hear  the  voice  that  cried 
“  Forbear”— it  was  na  my  voice  ;  and,  though  my  memory 
is  gone,  I  can  remember  that.  Look  not  sae  angry. 
Well,  well,  I’m  going;  but  listen:  just  fight  athwart 
frae  this  spot — I’ve  nae  wish  to  see  ye  and  the  man  I 
loved  shed  blood  upon — see  here — on  the  wee  Int  flower- 

tufted  spot  where  sleeps  an  innocent — his,  his  child _ ye 

ken  the  sin — all  the  world  kens  that ;  I  never  hid  my 
love,  for  I  loved  too  truly  !  {Retires,  weeping. 

Paul.  [To  Lord  Dalveen.']  If  you  are  not  moved  by  this 
Lord  Dalveen,  there  is  no  hope  for  you.  Look  at  yoii 
lovely  ruin,  her  purity  is  past  repair — and  her  mind  the 
casket  wliich  contained  a  pearl  beyond  all  price,  is  empty. 
If  she  speak  truth,  too,  another  innocent  beneath  our  feet 
cries  out  for  vengeance  ! 

Lord  D.  Take  it,  then —  {Rushes  on  Paul,  who  is  dis' 
armed — Lord  Dalveen  ths’ows  away  both  swords,  and  draws  a 
pistol.]  Now,  Captain  Paul,  I  take  no  advantage ;  you 
have  fire-arms,  and  we  may  make  shorter  work. 

{Paul  draws  a  pistol — both  present— the  ward  “  Forbear  !” 
is  again  heard,  but  too  late,  as  Grace  rushes  between,  receives 
a  shot,  and  falls — a  pause. 

Grace.  I  have  saved  his  life  ! 

D  2 
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Lord  D.  Perdition !  Grace  !  O,  speak  again — look  up, 
look  up  !  Oh,  which,  which  of  us  is  the  murderer  ? 

Paul.  [Coolly. 'y  My  weapon  is  not  discharged. 

Lord  D.  Discharge  it  here,  then  ! 

Paul.  No  ;  thou’rt  punished  now  beyond  what  my  frail 
anger  could  inflict.  I’ll  seek  assistance — 

Lord  D.  No,  no,  thou’rt  proscribed ;  and  I  feel,  I  know 
not  why,  a  strange  and  nameless  horror  at  the  thought 
of  sending  thee  to  danger.  I’ll  hasten — 

Grace.  [Rising  on  her  arm.]  O  no,  leave  me  not,  it  is 
too  late.  Thomas,  Lord  of  Dalveen,  behold  thy  noble 
work ;  and,  it  thou  wouldst  repay  my  dream  of  suffer¬ 
ing,  from  which  I  but  awake  to  leave  thee,  O  place  once 
more  thy  dear,  dear  hand,  in  this,  and  join  thy  lips  to 
mine,  to  seal  that  pardon  which  I  ask  and  grant ! 

Lord  D.  Oh,  agony  ! 

Grace.  My  agony  has  ceased  ;  or,  if  I  feel,  it  is- -yes, 
all  for  you.  Living,  I  gave  you  all  a  heart,  a  broken 
heart,  could  give ;  dying,  I  ask— do  not  deny  it  me,  a 
last,  a  little,  but  a  kind,  kind  favour — untwist  those 
osiers,  raise  that  lowly  turf,  and  raise  the  once  smiling 
cherub  it  conceals— place  me  within  the  humble,  cold, 
cold  grave — lay  my — no,  our,  our  infant,  on  my  arm, 
and  we  shall  sleep  ;  yes,  sweetly,  softly.  Oh !  [Dies. 

Paul.  I  am  revenged,  Dalveen.  Assist  but  to  restore 
my  sister,  and — I  pity  thee. 


LordD.  I  thought  to  stay  and  join  my  victims;  but 
no.  When  the  last  rites  are  paid,  I’ll  quit  this  country, 
and  for  ever ;  join  thee  in  hunting  Corbie  through  the 
world  ;  seek  death  while  combatting  my  country’s  foes 
and,  should  I  meet  thy  hostile  sword  again — 

Paul.  Avoid  it !  Our  purpose  to  regain  poor  Maud 
effected,  we  never,  never  meet.  [Exit  l. 

[Music. — Lord  Dalveen,  kneeling  over  Grace,  takes  her 
hand,  mournfully  pressing  it  to  his  heart. 

LordD.  Poor  blighted  rose!  and  ever- withered  bud 
whom  I  may  meet  not  in  a  better  world.  Adieu  !  fare¬ 
well,  for  ever  !  [Leans  over  the  grave — sce7ie  closes. 


SCENE  II. — Castle  Hall,  and  Portrait,  as  before. _ 

Drums  and  shouts  heard. 

Enter  Maggie,  r.,  Euphemia,  l.,  meeting. 

Oh,  madam !  oh,  my  lady !  they  say  Paul  Jones 
IS  in  the  castle. 
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Eup.  I’ve  heard  that  they  approach  it,  and  that  his 
rumans,  comprised  of  every  country,  show  no  favour. 

j  "will  become  of  all  the  pretty  women  ?  you 

and  I,  my  lady  ?  we  shall  stand  no  chance. 

Eup.  All  right-minded  women  Avill  be  their  own  de- 
tence.  This  [Showing  a  small  dirk.']  was  the  weapon  of 
my  Jther :  his  spirit  will  guide  it  to  this  hand,  and  this 
nand  to  the  heart  of  any  being  who,  formed  like  mankind, 
can  forget  man’s  duty.  ’ 

Mag.  And  here  comes  one  formed  to  forget  every  thine: 
in  the  world.  J 

Eup.  I  fear  so — for  ’tis  Paul.  Courage !  he  will  not 
hurt  nor  thee  nor  me.  What  ails  thee,  silly  fool  ? 

Mag.  There  s  a  question,  as  if  a  poor  girl  hadn’t  as 
much  right  to  be  frightened  as  her  betters.  Oh,  dear 
pod,  terrible,  prrible,  amiable  Mr.  Paul  Jones,  don’t 
hurt  a  simple^ girl  who  has  no  dagger,  like  my  lady,  and 
can  t  defend  herself. 


Enter  Airncray,  r.,  in  Paul’s  cap  and  cloak j  which  he 

throws  off. 

Eup.  [Surprised.]  Is  it  possible  ?  Airngray  ! 

Mag.  Oh,  you  nasty  cowardly  fellow !  how  could  vou 
frighten  a  body  so.  ^ 

Air.  My  lady,  if  you  would  trust  yourself  to  me,  I 

would  advise  you  to  do  as  they  do  all  over  the  world _ 

leave  a  falling  house  and  take  care  of  yourself 

Eup.  Where  is  Dalveen? 

Air.  I  don’t  know,  my  lady.  They’re  seizing  all  the 
pttermost  pd  genteelest  folks  for  hostages  to  carry  on 
pard  Paul  s  ship  :  so  they’ll  be  sure  to  take  us,  if  we 
don  t  hide. 


*1  ^  danger’s  magnified.  I  have,  however, 

tliought  of  one  probable  mode  of  safety.  [To  Magsie.] 
Follow  me.  - 

Mag.  [Going.]  Yes,  my  lady.  ’ 

Air.  And  what  do  you  mean  to  do? 

as  they  say  these  gentlemen  plunderers 
pe  such  Tartars  among  the  women.  I’ll  pop  on  a  High- 
land  suit  of  my  brother  Sandy’s,  and  away  to  the  next  town. 

A  ir.  W ith  me  for  a  protector  ? 

Mag,  No ;  to  protect  my  lady,  if  she’ll  go.  O,  mercy 
on  us  !  here  they  come. 

Air.  Stop,  stop,  you  little  fool ;  it’s  our  own  party,  and 
with  a  prisoner,  too. 


D  3 


42 


PAUL  JONES, 


[act  Jl. 


Comic  Music. — Enter  Justice  Macmittimus,  Sergeant^ 

teit/i  Robin,  prisoner — they  fetch  an  old  Gothic  chair,  in 

which  the  Justice  seats  himself  with  great  ceremony,  and  opens 

a  kind  of  court. 

Jus.  Bring  me  a  chair,  by  order  of  the  government.  And 
now,  you  most  audacious  vagabond,  tell  the  truth,  or 
expect  a  little  gentle  pinching  and  squeezing  ;  for  if  you 
don’t  speak  out,  by  order  of  the  government.  I’ll  make 
you  squeak  out. 

Rob.  Does  Mynheer  Hollandspracker  1 

Jus.  Do  I,  what  ? 

Rob.  Parlez  vous  franqay  1 

Jus.  To  be  sure  I  do,  by  order  of  government. 

Rob.  Then  I  don’t. 

Jus.  Now,  sir,  your  name  and  business? 

Rob,  Robin. 

Jus.  Put  down  his  business  is  robbing. 

Rob.  Verily,  thou  art  an  empty  vessel,  and  a  whited 
wall ;  thou  art  a  wolf  in  wool,  a  rob’d  animal  in  sheep’s 
clothing,  and  an  ass  in  a  lion’s  skin. 

Jus.  Put  down  all  that,  by  order  of  government. 

Rob.  And  I  am  Robin  of  the  Mull,  the  scourger  of 
little  men  in  large  wigs — the  flail,  as  it  were,  of  such  an 
unthrashed  sheaf  as  thou  art,  and  as  pretty  a  lad  before 
the  mast  as  ever  hauled  a  rope  on  board  the  Ranger, 
damme ! 

Jus.  Put  down  the  rope,  by  order  of  government ;  for 
a  rope  shall  be  his  portion  ;  hand  him  his  confession,  let 
him  read  it,  sign  it,  and  then  tell  us  what  he  has  to  say 
for  himself — by  order  of  government. 

Rob.  Say  for  myself,  I  don’t  say  it ;  I  like  a  chant — 
one  stave,  and  then  I'll  whistle  the  symphony. 

Jus.  What  does  he  mean  by  whistling  the  symphony  ? 

Rob.  [^Mimicking  him.^  I’ll  tell  you,  by  order  of  go¬ 
vernment, 

SONG. — Robin. 

To  name  who  was  my  dad, 

I  own  I’m  rather  loath. 

For  my  mam  some  reason  had 

Why  she  never  would  lake  her  oath  ; 

For  she  was  a  saint  so  prim. 

And  he  was  a  tar  so  free,  ' 

That,  to  please  both  her  and  him, 

I  preach’d  and  went  to  sea 
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With  jolly  tars  and  Muzzietoniaiis, 

Foremast  men  and  Cameronians 
Guinea  pigs. 

Parson’s  wigs  ; 

Bishop  or  boatswain,  I 
Thump  my  craw  and  cry — 

With  a  heigho  !  push  the  can  about,  boys,  • 
Brethren  !  avast,  lads,  yeo  heave  ho  ! 

Straight-hair’d  Sandy  Hook 
Hosv  to  cant  taught  me. 

And,  without  text  or  book, 

To  preach  extempore. 

Blue-nosed  Captain  Black 
Made  me  a  sea-boy  stout ; 

Of  his  cat,  upon  my  back. 

The  marks  an’t  yet  worn  out. 

Spoken,  Oh,  if  you  had  but  have  seen  how  he  laid  it  on  all  round 
him,  witii— 

Jolly  tars  .and  Muzzletonians,  &c. 

Jus,  [Rises  in  a  rage.']  Seize  him,  by  order  of  govern- 
merit. 

Mvsic,— Robin  gives  a  shrill  whistle—the  room  is  filled  with 
Paul's  people,  R. — the  Justice  is  seized,  and  placed  at  the 
bar — RA)bin  puts  on  his  wig,  and  takes  the  chair — the 
Sailors  guarding  the  Justice's  people. 

Rob.  There  !  that’s  the  way  to  whistle  symphonies. 
Silence  in  the  Court.  Now  will  I,  by  order  of  Paul 
Jones,  take  thy  examination,  thou  naughty  vender  of 
•warrants  and  persecutor  of  poachers  ;  thou  appropriator 
of  dear  little  unaffiliated  babies,  and  terrifier  of  sore¬ 
footed  vagrants.  Now,  son  of  the  stocks,  and  monopo¬ 
lizer  of  shilling  affidavits,  what’s  thy  name  ? 

Jus.  I  will  not  tell  my  name  in  English;  I  won’t  at¬ 
tempt  to  Holland  spracker,  nor  parlay  Fran^ay,  bv  order 
of  the  government. 

jRo6.  Contempt  of  court!  We  come  for  hostages- 
take  him  on  board.  We  adjourn  our  court  to  the  main 
deck  of  the  Ranger. 

Amos,  Here  come  more  hostages. 

Rob.  Oho  !  first  clear  the  court  of  old  Swallow-fee. 

Jus.  I  am  no  Swallow-fee,  but  Justice  of  the  Peace 
by  order  of  government.  ’ 

Rob.  We’ll  have  no  justice  in  this  court,  by  order  of 
Paul  J ones — away  with  him.  [Rxeunt  J ustice  and  Pirates,  i,. 

Music.— Enter  Lady  Euphemia  and  Maggie,  as  a  High¬ 
land  boy,  and  Pirates,  R. 

Oh,  we  rauBt  bow  to  the  fair  sex.  [Pulls  eff  his  wig  and 
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bows.]  Give  the  lady  a  chair,  and  let  that  little  whipper- 
snapper  stand  beside  her.  Listen  to  me,  lady  ;  we  have 
gained  a  name  by — 

Lady  E.  By  watching  till  t'he  lion  is  gone  forth,  that 
you  may  make  inroad  on  the  weak  and  helpless ;  you 
carry  American  colours,  but  we  believe  not  that  a  land 
of  freedom  would  send  forth  banditti  to  steal  our  fisher¬ 
men’s  nets,  and  bravely  rob  us  of  our  spoons  and  thimbles. 

Rob.  Prettily  said,  as  one  would  desire  to  hear  on  a 
summer’s  day  ;  but  we  Americans — 

Enter  Prcdence  Paul,  suddenly,  R. 

Pru.  Ye’re  nae  Americans,  ye’re  English,  Irish,  Scots, 
but  nae  true  Scots  ;  for  shame  ye  there,  Robin  o’  the 
Mull :  will  ye  join  a  set  of  American  reavers,  and  come 
and  harrie  the  home  that  shielded  ye.  I  ha’  taken  the 
red  wine  and  the  white  frae  this  castle,  to  yer  ain  sic 
mither ;  and  this  leddy,  that  ye  dare  to  sit  before,  on  yer 
unmannerly  seat,  sent  it,  and  when  yer  mither  died — 
she  blest  her. 

Rob.  No — did  she,  though  ?  then  if  any  harm  happens 
to  her — if  they  touch  but  the  hem  of  her  garment  in 
wrath — pitch  me  into  the  Solway  if  I  don’t  rumple  their 
feathers.  And  what  favour  have  you  to  ask,  young 
man  ? 

Mag.  None,  only  to  stay  with  my  lady;  ay,  and 
protect  her,  too,  if  you  dare  give  me  a — 

Rob.  A  rattle  for  the  baby — who’s  to  protect  yourself? 

Air.  Incoming  forward.]  With  submission.  I’ll  under¬ 
take  that  office.  Stand  back,  I  won’t  be  taken. 

Rob.  Then  you’ll  be  shot. 

Air.  By  whom?  by  you,  young  renegade?  or  you? 
D’ye  think  I  dont’t  know  old  Davy  Daradwell,  who  was 
whipped  through  Kircudbright  for  stealing  a  tailor’s 
goose,  and  drummed  through  Maxwell  town  for  picking 
Barny  Pedar’s  pouch  of  a  thirteen  pound  Scots — 

Pirate.  Cut  him  down  ! 

Rob.  Keep  the  peace,  for  here’s  our  officer. 

Eriter  LiEUT.  Lucas,  l. 

Luc.  Why  are  you  idling  here  ?  These  are  my  pri¬ 
soners  ;  march  them  to  the  beech — 

Rob.  Avaunt  thee,  son  of  Belial ;  the  command  may 
be  thine,  but  the  prisoners  belong  to  me,  Robin  o’tbe 
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else  shall 

touch  th-m— sink  me,  if  they  do. 

Luc  How  now,  my  valiant  half-and-half  pirate  and 

Sf  be  the  order 

ot  the  day,  I  dispute  for  none  but  this  lady. 

1  •  ^  ®“^y  y®*^  ®ball  not  have :  she 

^^as  kind  to  my  dying  mother,  and  if  Robin  o’  the  Mull 
puts  his  sword  to  a  good  use  for  the  first  time,  it  shall 
be  in  helping  to  pay  off  a  debt  of  honour,  and  pulling 
down  the  pride  of  the  stiff-necked  ;  yea,  even  of  Lieut. 

Lucas,  whom  1  will  smite  under  the  fifth  rib—blov/  me 
to  shivers ! 

Luc.  Seize  the  mutineer. 

mutineer,  and  release  the  pri- 
soners.  Here,  help,  young  spitfire  ;  help,  young  sturdy- 
oots  we  will  smite  them  to  the  going-down  of  the  sun— 
sniver  my  hulk ! 

Air.  I’m  with  you. 

po^sf^e  lady  — let’s  run  avray  as  fast  as 

[^UBiC.—Airn^ay  and  Robin  are  attacked  by  Lucas  and 
party,  and  fight  off ,  k.— Maggie,  alarmed,  drops  her  sword, 
and  runs  off,  l.— Lucas  returns— Euphemia  picks  up 
^laggies  swm'd,  and  dejends  herself,  fighting  of  with 

fiucas,  R.  Robin  sustains  a  combat  against  two  Pirates 
out  IS  overpowerd,  ’ 

Rofe.  [Furiously.]  The  Philistines  are  on  me,  but  I  will 
smite  them  yet,  dam’me  if  I  don’t. 

[Exeunt,  dragging  off  Robin,  L. 

Enter  Lord  Dalveen,  with  his  sword  drawn,  r. 

®  u  ■  retainer  bold  enough  to 

^ce  the  horde  of  robbers-then,  indeed,  is  the  eagle  of 
Dalveen  subdued  and  my  father’s  spirit,  frowning 
through  his  portrait,  seems  to  mourn  and  to  rebuke  his 
libertine  successor.  Now  are  there  only  women  left 


among  us. 


Enter  Prudence  Paul,  r. 


fC'j  A  ^  ^  by  the  water  side 

r-Jtd  ^  Euphemia  s  prisoner ;  the  ruffians  ha’quar- 
found  themselves,  and  Paul  is  no  where  to  be 

Lord  D,  Euphemia  prisoner  ? 
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Pru  Ay,  and  by  this  time  on  board  the  Pirate  ;  and 
Airngmy,  and  all  that  took  part  apmst  them-my 
daSer  too-lost!  lost!  my  bonnie  cottage  burnt; 
and^look  my  lord,  on  that  picture:  could  it  speak,  it 
would  teil  a  tale  ye’ll  find  in  few  words  m  this  sma 

book.  {Gives  one.-]  Should  you  again  meet  Paul  in  anger 

I  charge  you  open  it  between  ye— read  it— ye  11  then  be. 

friends,  and  think  of  Prudence  Paul.  L™’ 

Lord  D.  What  said  she  ?  No  time  for  old  wives 
stories  now;  there  is  a  frigate,  with  the  king  s  colours, 
nearing  the  Western  Point ;  I’ll  board  it,  iollow  these 
rovers;  Corbie  or  Paul  may  yet  be  met  with ;  Maud 
and  Euphemia  may  one  or  both  be  rescued  ;  my  sword 
yet  do  some  good— ay,  frowm  away,  stern  ancestor. 
[ Looking  at  the  portrait.]  All  is  not  lost  where  soin^^hing  s 
to  be  tried. 


Enter  Maggie,  R. 

Blag.  Is  the  coast  clear — all  run  away  !  what  a  set  of 
cowards — and  my  lady,  too,  what’s  become  of  ^ 

wish  they’d  come  back  again  ;  Lord,  how  I  would— 
[Drum  heard.]— O  dear  !  here  comes— no,  it  ent,  it  s 
only  the  shadow  of  the  old  banner  in  the  long  gallery. 
Dear  me,  what  a  brave  soldier  I  should  make,  if  I  had 
but  a  little  courage  to  begin  with. 


SONG.— Maggie. 

Right  and  left  I’d  slash  away, 

My  broadsword  brightly  glancing; 

And  thus  my  men  should  dash  away. 

As  if  they  were  but  dancing. 

I’d  shoulder  rest,  and  do  my  best 
To  set  our  foes  retreating  ; 

While  fifes  should  play,  so  blithe  and  gay. 

And  merry  drums  be  beating. 

With  rub  a  dub,  and  toot  a  toot 
And  ran  ta  ran  ta  rarry ; 

I’d  be  as  mad  a  soldier  lad 
,  As  any  in  Glengary. 

A  sweetheart  kind  I’d  try  to  find. 

And  soon  her  heart  I’d  tickle; 

And  ever,  while  she  chose  to  smile, 

She  ne’er  would  find  me  fickle. 

And  if  a  rival  came  to  woo, 

I’d  talk  so  big  and  bluster; 

But  then  the  thought  of  what  he’d  do 
Quite  puts  me  in  a  fluster. 

With  rub  a  dub  and  toot  a  toot,  &c,  [Exit,  L, 
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SCENE  III. — The  Ruins  of  Paul's  Cottage. 

Music. — Enter  Paul  Jones,  from  House,  l.  s.  e. 

Paul.  So,  I  plunder  others,  and  when  I’d  try  to  make 
one  more  effort  at  reconciliation  with  my  mother,  I  find 
my  own  home  but  a  burning  waste,  as  if  I  were  the 
demon  of  desolation.  Prosperity  and  joy  vanish  at  my 
approach,  and  I  myself  am  sinking  from  myself ;  this 
’tis  to  be  a  traitor.  In  France  they  smiled  on,  flattered 
me,  and  fooled  me ;  the  gallant  veterans  of  Russian 
Catharine  disdained  to  serve  with  me  ;  and  these  Ame¬ 
ricans — I  much  distrust  them.  Well,  well,  action  must 
brace,  and  stern  revenge  sustain  me.  Rejected  here  by 
all,  England  shall  feel  me  yet  5  ’tis  but  a  few  hours’  sail, 
and  the  first  port  we  make — ships,  harbour,  town,  all — - 
[Cannon  heard.^ — Hark  !  a  signal  gun — a  signal  flag,  too. 
[Looking  out,  R.,  whistles.']  No  answer — yes,  a  boat  ap¬ 
proaches.  Now,  England,  beware  of  Paul :  you  oft'er 
five  hundred  guineas  for  his  head,  keep  it  to  repair  the 
mischief  he  intends  ye.  [Exit,  r. 

SCENE  IV. — Between  Decks  of  the  Ratiger. 

Airngray,  Robin,  and  the  Justice  discovered  sitting  on  the 
floor,  in  double-irons. 

COMIC  MEDLEY  TRIO. 

Tune. — “  Atild  Lang  Syne." 

A  three-part  song  is  good  to  sing, 

But  not  while  sitting  here  ; 

A  ship  of  war’s  a  pretty  thing — 

And  so  is  ginger  beer. 

But  ships  on  land  can  never  walk, 

And  ginger  beer,  d’ye  see. 

Requires  the  drawing  of  a  cork. 

To  set  its  spirit  free. 

Tune. — “  Yankeedoodle." 

And  so  it  is,  ‘twixt  you  and  I, 

With  him,  and  you,  and  me. 

For  w'ant  of  precious  liberty. 

Three  prisoners  we  be. 

In  fetters  bright,  some  lads,  when  drcss’.:l. 

Are  proud  ;  but,  sure  as  eggs, 

I  always  think  such  things  look  best 
On  other  people’s  legs. 

And  now,  could  fancy  furnish  flip. 

We'd  make  believe  to  toast 
The  greatest  rogue  in  alt  the  ship. 

Who  tied  us  to  this  post. 

For  Lucas  is  a  silly  goose 
With  all  his  airs  and  graces ; 

1  only  wish  that  we  were  loose. 

And  he  was  in  our  places. 


Air. 

Rob. 

Jus. 

Air. 

Rob. 

Jus. 

Air. 

Rob. 

All. 


Rob. 

Air. 

Jus. 

Rob. 

Air. 

Jus. 

Rob. 

Air. 

All. 
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Rob.  Well,  here  we  are,  tied  by  the  leg ;  shackled, 
and  in  bond,  and  all — 

Jus.  By  order  of — 

Rob.  Lieutenant  Lucas,  the  hound  !  Would  Paul  were 
on  board — splinter  my  maintop ;  shatter  my  bowsprit,  and 
bump  my  copper  bottom  on  a  breaker,  when  the  tide  of 
adversity  rises  so  high,  what  are  we  to  do  ? 

Air.  As  the  devil  does  in  Lincoln,  look  over  it,  till 
time  and  tide  run  smoother — eh,  old  Wigsby  ? 

Jus,  If  I  were  to  endeavour  to  sum  up  evidence  on 
this  outrage,  I  should  coolly  say —  [Great  gun  heard,  L. 

Rob.  There,  they’re  going  into  action,  even  among  the 
mighty  men  of  war  ;  and  I  am  condemned  to  listen  to 
that  sport  in  which  I  take  no  part.  Fire  and  perdition  ! 
but  I  am  sorely  grieved.  [Gun  beard  again. 

Jus.  That’s  right ;  I  hope  we’ve  met  a  British  ship, 
and  that  those  shots  may  be  fired  by  order  of  government, 
and  kill  every  soul  in  this  rebellious  vessel ! 

Rob.  Thank  ye. 

Jus,  Which  carries  us  away,  in  contempt  of  the  king’s 
peace  and  against  the  statute. 

Enter  Amos,  l.  s.  e. 


Amos.  Robin  of  the  Mull,  PaulJones  is  on  board,  and 
we  are  now  attacking  Whitehaven ;  he  pardons  your 
mutiny  against  his  lieutenant,  on  condition  that  you  go 
in  the  first  boat  and  lead  the  forlorn  hope. 

Rob.  Unless  Paul  gives  me  a  fair  trial,  even  among 
my  own  messmates,  and  Lieutenant  Lucas  is  hanged, 
yea,  at  the  ship  s  yard-arm,  I  will  not  raise  my  sword  in 
tight,  but  meekly  wear  these  chains  and  sing — 

“  Lucas  is  a  silly  goose,”  & 


Air.  In  which  chorus  we,  too,  will  join. 

Jus.  By  order  of  the  government. 

Amos.  Then  come  down  to  the  hold  and  join  the  hos¬ 
tages,  whom  Paul  will  set  on  shore  after  the  action. 

Air.  Is  the  boy  safe  1 
Jus.  And  the  lady? 

Amos.  Ay,  ay.  [Gun  heard.]  Come,  I’ve  no  time  for 
talking. 

Rob.  Hav’nt  you?  why,  then,  sing. 


TRIO. 


"  Lucas  is  a  silly  goose,”  &c. 


[Exeunt,  L.  b.  a. 


SCENE  I.] 
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mJ?  of  Paul's  Ship— the  Coast 

oj  W hitehaven  in  the  distance — Martial  Music — Boats 
seen  near  the  Shore— the  Shipping  in  the  Harbour  sue- 

cessively  take  fire,  then  the  Town— Explosions,  fire- 
balls,  ^c.  Sfc.  r  i  j 

The  Crew  on  deck  shout — Paul  appears  in  a  boat,  and  comes  on 

hoard. 

Paul,  Behold  !  thb  work  is  doing ! 

Luc,  And  behold  two  frigates  bearing  down  with 
double  force  to  ours. 

Paul.  What  then  1  clear  ship  for  actiono 
Luc.  Pause,  messmates — ’twould  be  madness. 

Paul,  Lieutenant  Lucas,  you  have  already  dared  des¬ 
pise  my  orders,  by  your  plunder  of  Dalveen  Castle,  and 
by  bringing  on  board  those  prisoners,  whom  I  shall  set 
on  shore  ;  give  me  another  instance  of  disobedience,  and 
you  die  !  ICannon  heard— the  town  burns  brighter.l  They 
come — clear  ship — to  arms  ! 

Luc.  No,  no,  down  with  the  colours  ! 

[Hauls  the  flag  down. 
Faul.  Down  with  mutiny  !  [Shoots  Lucas.^  Now,  you 
that  dislike  the  act,  come  on  and  share  his  fate — you  that 
are  cowards,  skulk  into  the  hold — and  you  who  dare  en¬ 
counter  the  Serapis  and  her  Consort,  fight  for  Paul  and 
freedom ! 

[A  general  shout — the  drums  heat  to  arms,  and  the  scene  closes, 

END  OF  ACT  II. 


ACT  III. 

SCENE  I. — North  America. — A  Romantic  Cataract _ 

Bridge,  and  Masses  of  Rock. — Indian  March. 

Enter  Powhatan,  and  Indian  Warriors  of  the  Pamunkee 
Trxbe,  R. — they  march  round  the  stage,  form  in  a  semicircle, 
and  perform  the  ceremony  of  putting  on  the  war-kettle,  round 
which  they  dance. — March  changes. 

Enter  Opechankanough,  and  Warriors  of  the  Youghtamund 
Tribe,  L.— they  march  round  the  war-kettle,  and  form  opposite 
the  Pamunkees,  exchange  mutual  defiance,  and  are  advancing 
to  the  combat,  when  the  Princess  Nantequaw,  attended  by 
a  srain  of  Females,  passes  over  the  Bridge,  rushes  between 

£ 


50 


PAUL  JONES.  [act  IH. 

them  and  endeavours  in  vain  to  sooth  each  party  but,  after 
bringing  on  a  Group  of  Children,  R.,  and  apjpealing  to  the 
varentul  feelings  of  the  Warriors,  peace  is  restored—the  war- 
kettle  is  taken  off,  and  the  fire  extinguished— the  calu^t  is 
then  handed  from  Chief  to  Chief,  a  hitchet  is  buried  in  due 
form,  and  the  tree  of  peace  planted  over  it. 

CHORUS. 

Bury  the  hatchet,  plant  the  tree, 

An(?  the  calumet  smoke  with  me  ; 

Harmony  and  joy  be  found. 

While  the  Wampum  belt  goes  round. 

GRAND  BALLET  DANCE. 

[When  finished,  their  further  sports  are  interrupted  by  a  distant 

drum.  ^ 

PARODY. — Short  Chorus. 

Hark,  ’tis  the  white  man’s  drum  ; 

They  come,  they  come,  they  come. 

[Distant  March  (Yankeedoodle)—a  Party  of  Pennsylvanian 
Sharp-Shooters,  with  long  rifles,  appear  on  the  bridge,  L., 
with  a  flag  oftinice,  led  by  a  Yankee  Ch  ief  they  halt,  lowei 
their  arms,  wave  the  flag,  and  make  signs  of  peace  the  War 
riors  place  all  the  Women  in  the  centre  of  a  circle,  then  ground 
their  tomahawks,  and,  pointing  to  the  tree,  by  signs  invite 
the  Yankees  to  descend— Yankees  recover  their  arms  to  com¬ 
mence  their  march,  which  is  at  first  mistaken  for  hostility  by 
the  Indians,  who  with  a  sudden  shout  seize  their  tomahawks, 
but  are  appeased  by  pacific  signs  from  Yankoe,  who  mai  ches 
his  Men  down,  and  forms  them  in  the  centre. 

Yan.  Fathers,  brothers,  and  warriors,  we  come  from 
the  great  city  of  Congress  to  offer  you  a  talk,  and 
Pow.  [In  the  Indian  language.^  No  urrah  ! 

Yan.  No  hurry,  isn’t  there?  or  I  suppose  that  means 
you  don’t  understand  me. 

Pow.  Benamuckee — 

[Descriptive  Music. — Powhatan  gives  instructions  to  the 
Women,  who  march  off  with  the  Children,  R. 

Yan.  Oho !  to  your  flints,  my  lads  ;  they  send  away 
the  women — that  bodes  battle  with  us. 

Pow.  [Lays  down  his  arms  mildly.^  Oa!  oa!  Wara- 
makoa  ! 

[Little  Indian  drum  and  a  sort  of  flute  march  to  quick  time 
heard — Females  re-enter,  armed  with  bows  and  arrows,  and 
bring  their  queen,  PoHONTA,  in  the  midst  of  them. 
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Yan,  Oh,  this  is  their  queen,  Pohonta,  a  brave  wench, 
as  I  ve  heard,  and  understands  our  language. 

Pok.  Yes,  white  man  :  it  was  taught  me  by  a  beloved 
English  husband,  whose  life  I  preserved  from  the  hatchets 
of  my  own  tribe,  only  to  see  him  fall  by  the  rifles  of 
yours;  and  whose  death  I  have  sworn  by  the  great 
Spirit  to  revenge.  Nay,  start  not,  you  are  here  in  peace ; 
my  people  have  brought  me  to  listen  to  your  talk,  and  it 
is  not  in  this  council  that  the  private  wrongs  of  Pohonta 
shall  influence  her  public  duty.  Speak  your  errand. 

Van.  O  yes ;  and  shall  merely,  by  way  of  preface,  ob¬ 
serve,  that  I  guess  your  husband  was  shot  for  smuggling. 

Poh,  He  prepared  strong  drink  to  cheer  our  warriors 
from  the  grain  of  his  own  field,  and  exchanged  it  with 
your  people  for  iron  and  for  raiment.  You  called  that 
contraband,  and  slew  him  for  but  using  that  which  was 
his  own. 

Yan.  I  calculate,  on  recollection,  that  he  was  a  pretty 

considerably  d - d  smart  bit  of  a  shot,  and  popp’d  at 

more  venison  than  any  poacher  in  Pennsylvania. 

Poh.  Before  the  great  spirit  permitted  you  to  cross 
the  mighty  waters,  this  land  was  the  land  of  my  fathers, 
and  its  produce,  dead  or  alive,  was  Indian  property! 
What  did  the  Indian  do? — He  asked  the  white  stranger 
to  his  hut,  gave  him  the  roasted  corn,  led  him  to  the 
vast  forest  where  game  abounded  ;  gave  food  to  the 
hungry,  rest  to  the  traveller,  fed,  fought  for,  and  pro¬ 
tected  him  !  And  what  did  the  white  man  ? — Returned 
in  arms,  threw  down  the  very  huts  that  lately  sheltered 
him,  slaughtered  the  unsuspecting  host  who  gave  that 
shelter,  stole  the  very  ground  from  under  us,  and,  in  the 
name  of  freedom,  made  us  slaves  ! 

Ya/i,  What  our  fathers  did  to  your  fathers,  or  your 
fathers  did  to  our  fathers,  forms  no  part  of  my  purpose 
here  :  the  old  chaps,  I  guess,  are  pretty  considerably 
dead  on  both  sides,  and  may  as  well  be  forgotten.  As 
for  the  loss  of  your  husband,  if*I  undertake  to  give  you 
a  bushel  of  old  nails,  two  or  three  tin  saucepans,  a  look- 
iiig'glASS,  and  a  Merino  sheep,  I  think  you’ll  be  in  a 
tolerably  handsome  and  lucky  state  of  remuneration. 

Poh.  [^Fiercely.^  Hereeka!  [They  bring  her  arms.^  Such 
another  insult,  and,  though  our  tribe  were  to  meet  ex¬ 
termination,  the  poisoned  arrow,  knife,  and  tomahawk 
deep  in  your  pallid  forms,  shall  speak  my  answer! 
Briefly  as  thought  tell  us  your  cause  of  coining :  say  what 
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new  exactions  you  seek  to  make,  what  more  you  would 
take  from  those  whom  you  have  left  nothing  :  hear  our 
reply,  and  then  depart ! 

Van.  We  come  to  take  nothing  from  you,  but  to  give 
you  rifles,  shot,  and  powder,  and  brave  game,  too  ;  we 
are  fighting  for  our  liberties  with  our  former  brethren  ; 
an  army  of  whom  are  close  at  hand :  we  want  your 
help  to  hunt  them  to  their  ships.  Chuse  your  side, — 
from  us,  war  will  gain  you  nothing,  but  the  strangers 
will  yield  stores  of  gold  and  silver. 

Poh.  We  will  side  with  neither:  the  white  men 
may  destroy  each  other. 

Yan.  But  I  guess  that,  when  you  are  attacked - 

Poh.  We  shall  defend  ourselves.  Arroya  !  the  coun¬ 
cil’s  ended.  [Distant  drum. 

Yan.  And  in  good  time,  for  the  English  are  nearer 
than  I  thought.  Harkye,  my  lads :  as  they  pass  this  way, 
disperse  yourselves  among  the  trees,  and  some  upon 
those  heights, — let  every  discharge  of  your  rifles  rid  us 
of  an  enemy.  Keep  out  of  sight, — bush-fighting  is 
the  only  way  to  beat  ’em  ;  and,  before  you  begin,  just 
by  way  of  a  baulk  to  their  march,  cut  down  that  bridge. 

Poh.  Hold!  that  is  our  bridge  and  boundary :  we’ll 
die  upon  it  ere  it  shall  be  injured. — Persist,  and  w^e 
join  your  enemy,  guide  him  to  your  settlements,  and 
direct  his  fire  on  the  murderers  of  my  husband  ! 

Van.  I  wish  you  an  exceedingly  pretty  good  sort  of 
a  pleasant  day,  and  if  the  elders  and  select  men  of  our 
state  hear  of  any  part  you  take  against  us,  it  isn’t  your 
putting  yourself  in  a  passion  will  save  you  from  our 
rifles.  March,  boys  1  march  ! 

[Yankee  Doodle  is  repeated — A7nericans  disperse  in  differ¬ 
ent  directions — Powhatan  and  Opechankanoagh  lead  the 
men  to  the  opposite  side — the  Women,  headed  by  Pohonia, 
form  a  centre,  the  Men  the  wings,  and  they  rest,  with  the 
Chiefs  in  front — a  Scout  runs  over  the  bridge,  and,  in 
action,  announces  the  British,  columns  of  whoi7i,  by  mecha¬ 
nical  projile  figures,  are  seen  deploying  beyond  the  bridge, 
over  which  a  Troop  of  real  Cavalry  is  led  by  a  trumpet — 
they  halt — a  British  Officer  descends  firom  the  bi'idge. 

Offi.  [To  the  Indians.]  I  am  informed  by  your  country¬ 
men  that  your  queen  converses  in  our  language. 

Poh.  She’s  here.  Why  do  you  seek  her  ? 

Offi.  To  offer  the  friendship  and  alliance  of  our  father, 
the  great  king  beyond  the  blue  waters ;  against  whom 
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his  subjects  here  rebel.  We  wish  you  to  take  no  active 
part,  but  to  observe  a  strict  neutrality. 

Poll.  Such  is  our  intention  ;  but  should  either  side 
attack,  we  join  the  other. 

Entet'  another  Officer, 

Second  Offi.  There  is  reason,  sir,  to  think  we  are  sur 
rounded,  and  that  troops  are  hidden  in  all  the  passes. 

Second  Offi,  Surrounded?  so  much  the  better,  British 
fight  best  in  a  circle.  But  a  British  vessel  has  landed 
some  addition  to  our  force,  headed  by  our  former  com¬ 
rade,  Lord  Dalveen. 

Second  Offi.  He  came  with  me,  and  see — -  {Shouts. 

Filter  Lord  Dalveen,  r. 

Lord  D.  Halt,  there  !  Ah,  my  brave  comrade  !  this 
is  quick  work.  After  a  short  passage,  in  which  I 
have  in  vain  endevaoured  to  come  up  with  either  Paul 
or  his  fellow  marauder.  Corbie,  we’ve  landed  just  in 
time  to  prevent  your  being  cut  off  from  the  main  body. 

First  Offi.  Paul  set  on  shore  some  prisoners  this 
morning,  and  is  said  to  be  coasting  close  by,  in  out 
camp. 

Poh.  These  three  imprudently  attacked  one  of  our 
wigwams,  and  were  destined  to  the  dreadful  death 
usually  inflicted  by  Indian  warriors  on  each  other.  In 
kindness  to  my  husband’s  nation,  I  prevailed  on  our 
chiefs  and  women  to  adopt  them. 

Lord  D.  Have  they  turned  Indians,  then  ? 

Poh.  They’d  no  other  means  of  escaping  the  flames, 
Coosequaw,  where’s  your  new  husband  ? 

Coo.  Me  fetch  him.  {Exit,  r. 

{A  rifle  is  fired  from  one  of  the  heights,  and  an  Indian  stag¬ 
gers  of,  R. — a  great  war-cry  is  raised. 

Poh.  One  of  our  brethren  slain  !  White  men,  our 
arms  are  your’s.  Your  enemies  are  round  ye,  in  bush 
and  brake,  in  dingle  and  in  dell, — they’ve  broken  our 
treaty  !  The  murderers  of  my  husband  are  at  hand ! 
we’ll  use  our  Indian  skill  to  track  their  steps,  and  when 
we’ve  turn’d  them  to  the  open  field,  fight  your  own 
battle  bravely ! 

[Melodramatic  Music.— Ot/ier  shots  are  fired — the  En¬ 
glish  Officers  retire  and  reconnoitre  on  the  bridge — - 
Opechankanough  hastily  brings  Powhatan  forward,  and 
seems  to  propose  something  relative  to  Pohonta,  who  is  in 
action  informed  of  it — she  seems  to  ask  a  moment  of  reflection. 
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Poh.  He  claims  my  hand,  or  sides  with  our  enemies — 
be  it  so. 

[Music  renewed — Pohonta  erpresses  her  refusal  of  Opechan- 
hanougk,  who  draws  off  his  men,  and  joins  the  Yankee 
party,  toho  appear  and  attack  the  British — Powhmita  in 
turn  attacks  the  adverse  Indians — the  cavalry  gallop  from 
the  bridge,  which  is  then  occupied  by  a  combat  o  f  injantry 
— Lord  Dalveen  and  Yankee  are  opposed  to  each  other,  and 
Pohonta  is  active  in  front  of  the  stage. — Opechankanough, 
having  beaten  Powhatan,  the  Amazon  attacks  him  bravely, 
but  has  the  worst,  when  her  women  rescue  her — they  in 
turn  are  driven  off,  and  the  princess  is  surrounded — Lord 
Dalveen  enters,  L.,  cries,  “  Courage,  my  brave  wench,'* 
puts  the  Indians  to  flight,  and  carries  the  lady  off,  R. — 
the  stage  is  cleared,  but  the  noise  of  the  fight  continues  as 
at  a  distance. 

Enter  Yankoe,  panting  for  breath,  R. 

Yan.  So  far  they’ve  given  us  a  pretty,  considerable, 
downright,  bit  of  a  drubbing..  If  we  could  but,  as  they 
did,  meet  a  reinforcement,  we  might  rally  yet.  ^Shouts 
without,  “  Paul !  Paul !  Paul  Jones  has  landed  !”]  Oho, 
Paul  Jones  !  good  as  a  thousand  men,  I  calculate — fight 
on,  Yankees  !  Paul  for  ever  !  [Exit,  r. 

Music, — Enter  Corbie,  l.,  leading  Maud  Paul 

Capt,  C.  Others  have  landed  besides  Paul. 

Maud.  Ay,  and  now  tremble,  pirate :  once  more,  I 
say,  release  me;  and,  since  I  have  escaped  Dalveen, 
I’ll  forgive  my  imprisonment  during  a  tedious  voyage, 
and - 

Capt.  C.  And  what !  would  you  be  left  here  among 
savages  ? 

Maud,  O,  no,  ’tis  to  me  a  land  of  friends :  my  brother 
is  on  the  side  of  America,  and  his  opponents  are  Bri¬ 
tish — each  party  will  respect  me. 

Capt.  C.  And  each  party  would  hang  me  up  at  the 
yard-arm. 

Music. — Enter  Savages,  r. — they  run  to  seize  Maud,  tvho 
is  defended  by  Corbie  against  three  or  four — Maud  takes 
a7i  opportunity  of  escaping,  but  is  met  and  pursued  off  by 
a  second  party — Corbie  fights  while  I'etreating,  L. 
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SCENE  11.— J  merican  Landscape. 

Entei’  Robin,  dressed  and  painted  as  an  American  Indian^  R. 

Rob.  Here  !  here’s  an  alteration  of  the  outward  man. 
After  crossing  the  Atlantic,  and  escaping  the  dangers  of 
the  deep,  I  was  taken  prisoner  by  the  Indians,  condemned 
to  be  roasted,  and  prepared  for  the  spit,  when,  at  the 
'•ecommendation  of  a  Squaw  princess,  I  w'as  saved  from 
the  war-kettle,  and  condemned  to  be  married, — that  is, 
I  got  out  of  the  frying-pan  into  the  fire.  They  gave  me 
a  new  name,  too — christened  me  Chickahominy ;  and 
yonder’s  my  wife,  Coosequaw,  who  has  dressed  herself 
most  splendidly  for  the  marriage  ceremony,  and  I’m 
only  afraid  she’ll  want  to  have  me  dressed  for  the  din¬ 
ner.  She  learned  a  little  English  of  her  mistress  Po- 
honta,  and,  having  half  forgot  her  own  tongue,  and  not 
quite  learnt  our’s,  she’s  so  unintelligible,' that,  like  many 
other  married  folks,  we  shall  live  in  a  lively  state  of 
misunderstanding.  I  have  contrived,  during  the  bustle 
of  the  battle,  to  give  my  wife  the  slip  ;  and,  if  I  can 

but  reach  the  English  camp,  shall  be  able  to - [IFar- 

hoop.]  What  was  thatl  I  wonder  what  became  of  my 
friend  Airngray — he  was  in  advance,  and,  as  it  isn’t  likely 
he,  too,  would  get  married,  he  is  probably  by  this  time 
in  a  state  of  digestion  in  a  dozen  Indians’  stomachs. 
Oh,  dear,  here  comes  an  Indian  chief !  he’ll  question 
me,  and,  as  I  can’t  answer  him,  I  shall  get  scalped, 
tomahawked,  and  poor  Coosequaw  will  become  a  widow 
on  her  wedding-day.  [Goes  up  the  stage. 

Enter  Aibngray,  L.,  in  an  Indian  warrior's  costume. 

Air.  Worra,  worra,  coo !  there’s  a  pretty  voice  for  a 
war-whoop  !  here  am  I,  saved  from  a  death-song  and  a 
seal  ping-match,  to  be  adopted  by  Hoppinyary,  or  the 
Black  Beau,  and  married  to  an  old  lady  of  the  name  of 
Squinacoosta,  or  the  Long  Tongue  ;  and,  though  we’ve 
only  been  man  and  wife  three  hours  and  a  quarter,  she’s 
so  vociferously  fond  of  me,  that,  fearing  to  be  found  some 
morning  smothered  in  my  w'igwara,  I’ve  ventured  to  do 
as  they  do  in  Doctors’  Commons,  and  attempt  a  separa¬ 
tion,  in  hopes  of  reaching  the  British  camp,  which  I 
think  I  may  do,  unless  some  infernal  son  of  a  beastly 
Sachem  should  come  across  me :  and,  [Sees  Robin.]  by 
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all  that’s  unlucky,  here  is  a  most  ferocious  rascal — of 
tiie  Kangaworry  tribe,  I  dare  say. 

lio//.'  [Apart.}  I  have  watched  him,  and  never  ob¬ 
served  a  more  horrible  animal ;  perhaps  we’re  of  diffe¬ 
rent  tribes,  and  not  obliged  to  understand  one  another. 
I’ll  give  him  a  sign,  and,  if  my  freemasonry  won’t  do 
I  must  talk  the  best  Avay  I  can. 

Air.  I’ll  put  a  bold  face  on,  and  make  a  language  of 
my  own. 

DUET. — Airnghay  ana  Robin. 

Air.  Wackainaw,  Caracaw,  Peda  Mackawitshet, 

JRob.  Such  lungs  as  that  to  the  devil  1  pitch  it; 

But  here  goes  like  a  great  big  chief, 

A  Sheepo  pocataligo  Kirrawikky  Tackywox. 

Air.  That’s  one  way  to  ax  me  to  open  my  backy  box. 

He  smokes  me,  it’s  my  belief. 

Both.  But  I  am  down  to  he. 

As  he  shall  quickly  see. 

With  a  hurry  worry  whack  commeca. 

Air.  You  hurry  me,  you  worry  me,  you  no  let  me  be— 

Rob.  I  think  I’ve  heard  that  before. 

Yankee  doodle  Massachusset  Keeto  Carribbee. 

Air.  This  language  is  a  monstrous  bore. 

Rob.  Madowesse,  Catabaii,  Whiskerron  Jannort. 

Air.  If  you’ve  any  whiskey,  pray  let’s  have  a  can  of  it. 

Rob.  Merrywelk  Rabbitono  Estrickabakano. 

Air.  Merry  Welsh  rabbits  and  best  streaky  bacon,  0 ! 

Both.  But  I’ll  talk  as  well  as  he. 

As  he  quickly  shall  see. 

With  a  hurry  worry  whack  commeca. 

[After  the  duet,  they  approach  each  other,  mutually  afraid, 
cutting  capers  in  imitation  of  the  savages.  ' 

Rob.  I’ll  stand  this  no  longer;  my  tomahawk’s  as 
sharp  as  his  ;  so  here  goes — I’ll  bully  him — any  hard 
words  will  do — let  me  see — [Approaches  fercely,  and  roars 
out.]  Edinburgh,  Glasgow,  Musselburgh,  Port  Patrick, 
and  Paddywhack. 

^  Air.  This  is  a  travell’d  Indian,  he  must  have  been  in 
Europe — I’ve  been  in  London  myself,  so  I’ll  pay  him  in 
his  own  coin — Fleetstreeto,  Templebaribus,  Lillipot 
Lane,  and  Little  St.  Thomas  Apostle. 

Rob.  Verily,  a  light— yea,  a  strong  light,  breaketh  in, 
and  if  thou  art  an  Indian,  blow  me  out  of  the  water. 

Air.  Robin  of  the  Mull !  incredible  !  [Smgs. 

“  Lucas  is  a  silly  goose.” 

M  by,  how  came  you  promoted  to  the  honours  of  the 
tomahawk  ? 
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Rob.  War  and  wedlock  brought  it  about ;  I’m  father 
of  a  tribe,  husband  of  a  princess,  and  because  I  can’t 

speak  their  lingo,  they’ve  christened  me - [^Warhoop 

heard]  Eh,  we’d  better  try  to  make  our  way  in  safety — 
yea,  even  unto  the  tents  of  the  British,  blow  me  tight.  ! 

Air.  That’s  fine  talking,  when  here  comes  a  venerable 
Sachem :  if  he  catches  us  out  of  bounds,  we  shall  be  in 
a  pretty  way. 

Rob.  He  is  but  one — we  are  two ;  the  weak  must 
yield  to  the  strong,  as  the  lamb  tumbles  before  the 
wolf. — Shall  not  we  smite  the  Amalekite  ? 

Air.  No,  take  him  with  us ;  but  let’s  first  observe 

retire. 

Enter  Justice  Macmittimus,  l.,  m  the  costume  of  an  Ame¬ 
rican  Indian. 

Jus.  These  Indians  have  made  me  a  jackdaw,  by 
order  of  their  government ;  they’ve  given  me  a  wife, 
too.  Oh,  such  a  darling  !  six  feet  eleven  without  her 
mocassins.  She’s  too  old  to  live  long,  but  that’s  no  com¬ 
fort,  for  in  order  to  make  me  a  sincere  mourner  at  her 
funeral,  I  am  to  have  the  honour  of  being  buried  alive 
with  the  remains  of  my  dear  Pettiquaw. — I  have  there¬ 
fore  moved  the  case  out  of  their  court,  and,  if  no  one  in¬ 
terrupts  me  in  my  progress,  shall  soon  arrive  at  the 
British  encampments.  [Sees  Robin.']  Eh!  dear  me,  there 
is  a  couple  of  desperate  rascals !  they  approach  !  I 
shall  be  scalped,  tomahawked,  and  have  my  fingers 
smoked  in  a  red-hot  tobacco-pipe. 

Rob.  Don’t  be  afraid  of  him  :  we’ll  make  faces  of  de¬ 
fiance,  and  tip  him  the  war-dance. 

Air.  We’ll  hold  a  talk  with  him  first :  Yankee  Ame- 
ricanus,  whitemanibus,  killemanandeathim. 

Jus.  Well,  that’s  the  most  Indian-like  English  I  ever 
heard. 

Rob.  Rascalibus,  impudentissimus,  quickcoman  tippus 
your  manus. 

Jus.  Well,  then,  if  I  must  try  my  hand,  here  goes; 
orderos  governantos  capero  coppery  warro. 

Air.  That’s  as  much  as  to  say  tip  us  a  dance.  {They 
dance.]  Ah,  my  dear  justice,  there’s  no  hiding  talent— 
we  know  you. 

Rob.  We’ve  no  time  for  present  explanation. 

Air.  And  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  escape.  Zounds, 
here’s  my  w  ife ! 
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Rob.  And  mine ! 

Jus.  And  mine ! 

Music. — Enter  Coosequaw,  Pettiquaw,  and  Squina- 
coosTA,  L. — each  runs  to  her  hushand,  and  violently  em¬ 
braces  him. 

Rob.  What’s  to  be  done  now  ? 

Air.  Oh,  my  dear,  what  an  unexpected  pleasure  ! 
Jus.  And  where  are  all  your  countrymen  ? 

Indian  Air. 

Pei.  Dey  gone  to  fight  white  man,— dey  conquer,  dey  beat  'em, 
Bring  prisoner  from  battle,  den  kill  him  and  eai  him. 

Squ.  Den  great  Benamuckee  all  make  him  knock  under. 

And  Waramakoa  speak  loud  in  by  thunder. 

Coo.  While  Squaw  losing  father,  good  husband,  or  brother, 

M;ike  merry  at  home  when  she  marry  another. 

Rob.  You  come  bravely  on  in  your  English — can  you 
dance  as  well  as  you  sing  ? 

Air.  They  don’t  understand— I’ll  show  them, 

[Dances  awkwardly — they  assent,  and  commence  a  very  comic 
pastrois,  during  which  the  three  husbands  arm-in-arm  steal 
round  to  the  opposite  side  of  the  stage,  and  run  of,  R., 
softly,  but  as  quickly  as  possible — the  women,  who  have  their 
backs  towards  the  men,  on  turning  round,  perceive  their 
flight,  and,  setting  up  a  terrific  Indian  chatter,  run  after 
them,  R. 

SCENE  III.— — Inferior  of  a  IVigwam. 

Enter  Pohonta  and  Lord  Dalveen,  l. 

Poh.  White  man,  you  have  saved  my  life,  but  it  will 
be  difficult  to  preserve  your’s  from  my  ferocious  coun- 
trymen. 

Lord  D.  My  party  are  on  the  retreat,  and,  if  I  mistake 
not,  the  Yankees  are  victorious. 

Music.— Enter  Maud,  conductedhy  Opechankanough,  r. 
who^  in  action,  demands  of  the  Queen  that  she  shall  he  sacri¬ 
ficed  the  Queen  refuses — the  Chief  insists — Lord  Dalveen 
prepares  to  attack  him,  when  he  is  disarmed  by  a  party  from 
behind— Opechankanough  then  repeats  his  demand  \f  the 
Queen  s  hand  as  the  price  of  the  captive's  freedom. 

Poll.  Never !  never  !  my  heart  is  wedded  to  the  grave 
-my  hand  is  for  my  country’s  battles. 
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[S^r^/ccs  with  hei'  hatchet  the  rude  osier  cord  which  binds 
Maud  Pauly  snatches  her  from  the  captors,  and  gives  her  a 
tomahawk — Lord  Dalveen  disengages  himself,  and  the 
three  fight  in  a  circle,  completely  surrounded. — Enter  other 
Warriors,  bringing  a  pine-tree,  stake,  and  fire — all  three 
are  attached  to  it,  when  a  shout  is  raised  of  “  Paul  and 
the  Yankees !” 

Enter  Paul  Jones,  L.,  wit/i  Powhatan  and  a  Party — he 

shoots  Opechankanough,  'releases  the  Prisoners,  ayid  clears  the 

wigwam  of  the  hostile  Indians. 

Lord  D.  Paul ! 

Maud.  Brother ! 

Poh.  Waste  no  time  here,  come  to  a  safer  shelter  ; 
and  ever  may  white  men  thus  conquer  savage  hearts,  by 
kindness  and  protection. 

Paul,  My  duties  call  me  hence — there’s  more  work 
for  the  sword. 

Poh.  Go,  then,  go : — On  your  way,  spread  civilization 
and  sorrow,  spill  the  blood  of  the  Indian ;  cover  the 
lake  with  ships,  the  land  with  armed  men ;  with  liberty 
on  your  lips,  and  slavery  in  your  actions  ;  go  and  in¬ 
struct  the  world — remember  only  that,  when  your  own 
discords  bring  you  into  danger,  Pohonta  and  her  nation 
will  ever  take  the  part  of  the  oppressed  Aurecha, 

[Indian  march — she  goes  ofi,  followed  by  Powhatan  and 
Warriors,  L. 

Paul.  Dalveen,  I  place  but  my  sister  in  safety,  and 
then  our  reckoning  comes. 

Lord  D.  ’Twill  soon  be  settled  ;  we  may  not  meet  nor 
part  in  anger  now  :  were  cither’s  sword  opposed  to  the 
other’s  breast,  the  spirit  of  our  sire  would  once  more  in¬ 
terpose — Paul,  we  are  brothers — this  testimony  from 
your  mother  will  convince  you — read  it  at  leisure — 
Maud  will  forgive  your  father’s  son,  and  so  far  I’m  at 
rest ;  but  the  spirit  of  poor  murdered  Grace  calls  loudly 
on  me,  and  'tis  only  from  the  swords  of  his  country’s 
enemies  Dalveen  can  look  for  peace. 

Maud.  Yet  hear. 

Lord  D.  No  more,  except  one  word — Corbie  is  on 
the  land — his  vessel  in  the  bay — he  seeks  you,  Paul. 

Paid.  I’m  found,  then  ;  here  he  is. 
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Enter  CORBIE,  R. 

Cnpt.  C.  What  cheer,  ho,  Indians  ?  So,  I’m  caught, 
and  two  to  one,  too ;  come  along,  my  lads. 

Paul.  No,  the  conquest  of  yourself  would  be  too  mean 
to  gratify  Paul’s  vengeance.  If  you’re  a  man,  on  board, 
clear  ship  for  action — I’ll  send  my  challenge  from  the 
cannon’s  mouth. 

Capt.  C.  And  boarding  pikes  shall  answer  it.  If  I’m 
a  man!  Yo  ho,  there!  trim  the  boat!  make  haste, 
Paul,  we’re  both  outlaws,  and  whichever  fails,  our 
country  will  rejoice — Corbie  hoists  black  and  red, 
death  and  no  prisoners  ! — follow  !  r^ 

Paul.  And  Paul  will  nail  his  colours  to  the  mast. 
I’ll  place  thee  safely,  Maud,  till,  without  danger,  I  may 
restore  thee  to  thy  home ;  then  die  as  I  have  lived,  free 
and  unconquered — for  thee,  Dalveen. 

Dal.  Farewell !  [Drums — cannon  and  shouting  heard.'\ 
The  contest  calls  me — should  we  meet  again,  ’twill  be 
perhaps  in  amity.  [Exeunt,  Paul,  L.,  the  rest,  R. 

SCENE  IV. — The  Bi'itish  Camp, 

Enter  Officer  and  Soldiers,  r. 

Off.  Our  flag’s  triumphant — we  have  won  the  day : 
a  day  truly  triumphant,  should  peace  be  the  conse¬ 
quence,  for  John  and  Jonathan  are  brothers;  and  may 
the  time  come  when  the  only  contest  we  know  shall  be 
who  best  can  serve  the  other,  for  neither  Yankee  nor 
John  Bull  have  any  object  in  war  beyond  our  general 
rights  and  liberties. 

Enter  Second  Officer. 

Second  O.  The  day’s  not  quite  our  own ;  the  fiery 
ijord  Dalveen  has  fallen  in  a  contest  with  the  bush¬ 
fighting  rangers ;  Paul  Jones,  too,  has  gained  his  ves- 
sel,  and  hark  1  ’tis  his  cannon.  [Cannon  heard. 

First  O.  On  the  alert,  then  ?  Who  are  these  I 

Second  O.  Our  scouts  have  brought  three  Indian  pri¬ 
soners,  but  can’t  make  out  their  nation  nor  their  tribe. 

Enter  the  Justice,  Airngray,  and  Robin,  r. 

Offi,  Then  how  shall  we  address  them  ? 
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Jus.  In  England,  good  sir,  I  was  Patrick  Macniit- 
timus,  Esquire,  of  Macmittimus  Hall,  justice  of  peace 

a  powerful  chief  of  the  Wishy 
Washy  tribe,  from  whom,  as  in  duty  bound,  I  have  run 
away,  and  surrender  to  the  arms  of  my  lawful  sovereign, 
by  order  of  government. 

O^.  The  most  extraordinary  native  I  ever  met.  fTo 
Ai.r7igra^.J  Your  name,  sir? 

Air.  My  Indian  name,  your  honour,  is  too  long  to 
take  up  your  valuable  time  with  at  this  writing,  and, 
when  translated,  means  Alexander  Airngray,  as  good 
a  subject  as  the  justice,  and  exceedingly  anxious  for 
your  protection  against  three  very  fascinating  Indian 
young  ladies,  who  are  at  this  moment  in  pursuit  of  us. 

O^.  And  you,  mighty  chief?  fTo  Robin. 

Rob,  I  have  a  call— yea,  a  call  to  admonish  the  red 
men,  who  have  therefore  named  me  Chickabominy, 
which  means  a  sort  of  Indian  Archbishop  of  Canterbury.' 
My  British  title  is  Robin  of  the  Mull :  I  handle  a  sword 
as  well  as  a  text ;  and,  let  me  share  plenty  of  plunder, 

PH  fight  the  Yankees,  the  Packowhacarnaks,  or  tho 
devil  himself. 


for 


Send  them  on  board  the  frigate  that  sails 
England  :  they’re  too  good  for  our  service. 

sir,  for  our  wives  are  in  sight.  [Indian 
Wives  heard.]  There,  on  the  Jeft.  [Cannm. 

Ojfi.  Raul  s  cannon  on  the  right. 

Air.  And  you  can  scarce  hear  one  for  the  noise  of  tiie 
other. 


O^.  Away,  the  two  pirates  are  commencing  action, 
and  a  brave  British  frigate  is  at  hand  to  take  up  the 
conqueror.  [Exeunt,  k. 


SCENE  V.— An  Arched  Cavern,  through  which  the  Sea 
ts  seen,  and  Corbie's  ship,  with  the  red  Jiag  hoisted. 

A  boat  comes  under  the  ship's  bows  with  Corbie. 

Capt.  C.  My  lads,  I  have  just  three  things  to  say  : — 
First,  I  am  determined  to  conquer  Paul— second,  Paul  is 
letermined  to  conquer  me— and,  lastly,  if  any  man  sees 
ne  neglect  my  duty,  let  his  cutlass  do  justice  on  a  cow- 
ird— stand  to  your  guns— be  steady— charge !  fire  ! 

Music.  The  vessel  ^  Paul  Jones  is  seen  coming  round  a 
point,  and  a  fearful  action  immediately  commences — 
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people  fire  from  the  tops,  and  are  fired  on  in  return^  and 
seen  to  fall — the  orchestra  plays,  “  Stand  to  j’^our  Guns, 
my  Hearts  of  Oak,”  which  is  chorused  by  the  people  in 
action — Paul  Jones  is  seen  every  where  in  the  fight,  and  is 
preparing  to  hoards  when  Corbie  leaps  from  his  vessel  to 
Paul’s — a  desperate  combat  ensues — the  pirate  Corbie  is 
slain — his  ship  at  the  same  moment  blows  up — Paul’s  flag 
is  triimphantly  waved — he  and  his  Men  give  three  cheers 
on  the  deck — the  sails  are  hoisted— and,  as  the  vessel  pre¬ 
pares  to  move^  the  curtain  falls. 
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130  I.ove  for  Love 

131  The  Merchant’s 
Wedding,  is. 

132  Race  for  a  Dinner 

133  Raising  the  Wind 
VOL.  XX 

Belgrade 
135  Who  wants  a  Gui- 
PoorSoldier[neals 
13r  Midsummernights 

I W  Ap’®  '"'^yto  get  mar- 

139  Turnpike  Gate 

140  Paul  and  Virginia 
,,  VOL.  XXi. 

141  1  he  Cabinet,  Is. 

142  Youthful  Queen 
143Green-eyedmonster 
m  t-<?nntry  Girl 
145  Irish  Tutor 
1^>  beaux’  Stratagem 
147  1  he  Will  Is. 

VOL.  xicii. 
iw  IrishmaninLondon 
AA^cruiting  Officer 

150  The  Slave,  Is. 

151  The  Devil’s  Elixir 

152  “  Master’s  Rival’’ 

153  The  Duel 

154  William  Tell,  is 
VOL.  XXI II 

155  Tom  'Thumb  [Life 

156  flappiestday  ofiny 
frZ  Palality  [can,  is. 

1j8  J.augh  when  you 
J0J  William  'Thomson 

160  IllustrioiisStranger 

161  Soldier’s  Daughter 

162  'The  Waterman 

163  'Town  <fe  Country 
VOL.  XXIV. 

161  No  Song  no  Supper 
Iqo  Lock  and  Key 
1(t6  Snakes  in  the  grass 


law  &  physic 
168  Rienzi,  Is. 

1®  Clari 

170  I  he  Brigand 

171  Riches,  Is. 

172  '1  he  Citizen 
VOL.  XXV. 

J73  Grecian  Daughter 
Hi  y^rles  XII.  Is. 

1<6  Popping  the  Ques¬ 
tion 

178  l«- 

179  Oroonoko 
l|puest  Thieves 
Die  Blind  Boy 

'  ,  VOL.  XXVI, 

182  Notoriety,  Is. 

18.3  Matrimony 
184  Husband  at  Sight 

180  first  of  April 
186  John  of  Paris 
10A  lH'.llei'&  hisl\ienls 

-Prisoner  at  Large 
ify  ,  .inn'll  of  Athens 
lyo  1  he  Prize 
^  VOL.  XX Vi  1, 
li^ni'y.lV.  Part  11 
[  l^nrty  J  hieves 
-^y  Gi'andmother 
194  Ihe  Vampire 
-The  Farmer 
Klla  Rosenberg 
W  ,V‘r  ^  Friends 
y,a  oiitineA:  Orson 
Flies  Is 

VOL.  XXVI 11, 

200  The  Robber’sWife 
^la^PieortheMaid 
202  jIiaKspeaie’sEarl  V 
Days 

20.3  Point  of  Honour 
204  IMghWaysX'Bv- 
tch 


205  Ice  Witch  [Wavs 
207  The  BYin?Banmb, 

om  Honour 

210  ‘Sleeping  Draught 

n]l  ‘lio  'Tartar 

"if  ^Miques 

213  King  Richard  II 
Wiggins [ings 
f  «  ^[.r'l^ilnlile  Lodg. 
217  /v®  I'-i'ile  Is.Ldim, 
ill  H^yiil/erineW'ed- 
|,h«Ad^tedt:hi!d 

io  t’f 

i?  ofd'<!;,d 

222  The  Bee-Hive  ^ 
not  1 1"'  '  "1^®  K)  you  r 

225  Hauntedlnn[Bow 


cyo 
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Howto  grow  rich  is 
2^  Fortune’s  Frolic 

228  Haunted  I'ower 
VOL.  XXXI. 

229  Killinir  no  Murder 

230  Mr.&Mrs. Pringle 

231  I'he  Antiquary,  Is 

232  AgreeableSurprise 

233  fjon-in-Law 
23i  Open  House 
233  Falls  of  Clyde 
•236  1,2,  3,4,5,  by  Ad¬ 
vertisement 

237  Peeping  Tom 
VOL.  XXXI  I. 

238  Castleof  Andalusia 

239  One  o’clock !  [is. 

240  Julian,  Is. 

241  Comus 

242  Fontainbleau,  Is. 

243  English  Fleet 

244  TheWidowor  who 

245  The  Camp  [wins 

246  Personation 
VOL.  XXXIII 

247  Maid  or  Wife 

248  Castle  of  Sorrento 

249  Faustus,  Is. 

250  All  at  Coventry 

251  Tom  and  Jerry 

252  Robert  the  Devil 

253  Lestocq  [Ganges 

254  Cataiact  of  the 

255  Old  Redmentals 
VOL.  XXXIV.  ^ 

256  Presumptive  Evi 

257  Wildcats  [dence 

258  Hit  or  Miss 

259  Ambition  _ 

2d0  Jew  &  the  Doctor 

KnightsofyeCross 
262  Is  he  Jealous? 

26s  Hundred  Pound 

264  Rugantino  [Note 

265  The  Steward,  Is. 
VOL.  XXXV 

266  Zarah 

267  The  Miser 

268  The  Iron  Chest,  Is 

269  The  Romp 

^0  Mountaineers.  Is. 
^1  Lottery  Ticket 
^2  Nettlewig  Hall 

273  Quite  at  Home 

274  Make  your  Wills 

275  My  Husband’s 
Ghost 

VOL.  XXXVI. 

276  A  Bold  Stroke  for 
a  Husband  [wood 

277  Sylvester  Dagget- 

278  Gil  Bias 
^9  Aladdin 
2k)  Blue  Beard 

281  John  Bull,  Is. 

282  The  Invincibles 

283  Malvina 
2^  The  Review 

285  Hub  Rw 
VOL.  XXXVII. 

286  The  Mendicant 

287  PoorGentleman  Is 

288  I'he.  Quaker 

289  Jack  Brag 


My  Daughter, sir! 
Young  Quaker 


2^  Battle  of  Hexham 
293  Kxchange  no  Rob 


...  Tx 

294  St.  David  s  Day 
^5  Love  Laughs  at 
Locksmiths 
VOL.  XXXVill. 
296  Heir  at  Law,  Is. 
^  Netley  Abbey 
2^  Raymondoc Agnes 

299  Foscari,  Is. 

300  Management 

301  Venoni 


[T#  continued.] 
VOL.  I.  to  XXXVIII 
may  be  had  in  boards 
Price  £9.  3s.  6d. 


CUMBERLAND'S 
Miner  Tlteatre. 

VOL.  I. 

1  The  Pilot 

2  Heartof  Midlothian 

3  Inchcape  Bell 

4  Mason  of  Buda 

5  The  Scapegrace 

6  SuilDhuvthe  coiner 

7  The  Earthquake 

8  “  My  Old  Woman  ’ 
Q  Massaniello 

VOL.  11. 

10  Don  Giovanni 

11  Paul  Jones 

12  Luke  the  Labourer 

13  Crazy  Jane 

14  Flying  Dutchman 

15  Yes ! ! ! 

16  Forest  Oracle 

17  Ivanhoe 

18  Floating  BeacOn 


VOL.  HI. 

19  Sylvana 

20  Tom  Bowling  [ville 

21  Innkeeper  of  Abbe- 

22  Lady  of  the  Lake 
2.3  Billy  Taylor 

24  Two  Gregories 

25  Wandering  Boys 
^  Paris  and  Ixindon 

27  Day  after  the  Fair 

VOL.  IV.  , 

28  Humphrey  Clinker 

29  Mischief-Making 
3C  Joan  of  Arc 
.31  1  he  Ruffian  Boy 
.32  Fortunes  of  N  igel 

33  The  Wreck  [band 

34  Every-body’s  Hus- 
.35  BanksoftheHudson 

36  Guy  Faui 

VOL.  V, 

37  The  Devil’s  Ducat 

38  Mazeppa 

39  Mutiny  at  the  Nore 

40  Pedlar's  Acre 

41  ”  No!!!" 

42  Peveril  of  the  Peak 

43  Thalaba 

44  Waverley 
43  Winning  aHusband 

VOL.  VI. 

46  Hofer 

47  Paul  Clifford 
46  Damon  and  Pythias 
4Q  Three  Hunchbacks 

50  Tower  of  N  esle 

51  Sworn  at  Highgate 

52  Mary  Glastonbury 

53  The  Red  Rover 

54  Golden  Farmer 

VOL.  Vil. 

55  Grace  Huntley 
Krt  “The  Seat” 

*  ClerkofClerkenwell 

56  The  Hut  of  the  Red 
Mountain 

50  JohnStreet  Adelphil 
to  Lear  of  PrivateLife 

61  John  Overy 

62  The  Spare  Bed 

63  Smugmer’sdaughter 
i  VOL.  Vlll. 

164  Cedar  Chest 

65  WardockKennilson 

66  The  Shadow 

67  Ambrose  Gwinett 

68  Gilderoy 

69  Fate  of  Calas 

70  The  Young  Reefer 

71  The  Revolt  of  the 
Workhouse 

72  Man  &  the  Marquis 
VOL.  IX. 

73  Gipsy  Jack 

74  Lurlme 

75  The  Fire  Raiser 

76  The  Golden  Calf 

77  Man-Fred 

78  Charcoal  Burner 

79  “  My  Poll  and  my 
Partner  Joe” 

80  'I'he  Sixes 

81  The  Roman  Nose 

82  Wizardof  the  Moor 


VOL.  X. 

83  Roof  Scrambler 

84  Diamond  Arrow 

85  Robber  of  theRhme 

86  Eugene  Aram 

87  The  Eddystone  El 

88  MyWife’sHusbanci 

89  Married  Bachelor 
^Shakspeare’s  festiva. 
91  VanUieman’sLanc 
02  Le  Pauvre  Jacquc 

VOL.  XI. 

93  Rochester 

94  The  Ocean  of  Lif 

95  An  Uncle  too  man. 

96  The  Wild  Man 

97  Rover’s  Bride  [gat 

98  Beggar  of  CrippU 

99  Paul  the  Poacher 

100  Thomas  k  Becke" 

101  Pestilence  of  Ma  . 
seilles  [Baije 

102  Unfortunate  Mi; 

VOL.  XII. 

103  Humpback’d  lov< 

104  Bound’Prentice ' 
a  Waterman 

105  March  of  lutelle 

106  Joconde 


107  Koeuba  [Medu 

108  ShipMrreck  of  ti 

109  Chain  of  Guilt 

110  Ion 

111  Mistletoe  Bough 

112  MyfriendThoms  ‘ 

VOL.  XIII. 
llSBattleofSedgemo 

114  The  Larboard  F 

115  Frederic  the  G  re 

116  The  Turned  He 

117  WappingOldSta 

118  Man  with  the  C; 

119  Hercules  [pet  B 

120  Female  Massarc 

121  Reform 

122  Fatal  Snow  Sto; 

VOL.  XlV. 

123  Venus  in  Arms 


[  To  be  continueoc  '■ 
VOL.  1.  to  XU. ! 
msw  ne  had  in  bo* 
Price  7s.  6«* 

2,  Cumberland  Terrace,  Camden  New  'la 


*'*’so'ld'by  G^'Berj;er^4^,  Holywell  Street,  Strand;  ami  Pigot  and  Co.,  5j.  licet  Mreett 


